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SCENE bit ia Britain. 



ACT I* 



SCENE. I. 



The King't Paletce. 

Enter Kent, Glo'ftcr, and Edmund tie Baftard* 

Kent. X Thought the King had more affecled the 
Duke of Albany than Cornwall. 

Civ. It did always fcem fo to us : but 
now, in the tfivilion of the kingdom, it ap- 
pears not which of the Dukes he v lues moft ; for qua- 
hties are io wcigh'd, that curiofity * in neither can 
make choice of either 's moiety. 

• Curiofity for exaBeJi firutiny ' 
Vol. Vi. f * 
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4 King Lear. \& u 

Kent. Is not this your fon, my Lord ? 
Glo. Bk breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge, I 
fiave fo often bluuVd to acknowledge him, that now I 
am braz'd to't. 
Kent. I cannot conceive you* 
Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could ; where- 
upon fhe grew round-womb'd ; and had indeed, Sir, 
a fon for her cradle, ere (he had a huiband for her bed. 
Do you fmell a fault ? 

Kent. I cannot wilh the fault undone, the iffue of it 
feeing fo proper. 

Glo. But I have a fon, Sir, by order of law, fome 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account t 
though this knave came fomewhat faucilytnto the world 
before he was fent for, yet was his mother fair • there 
was good fport at his making, and the whorfon rauft be 
acknowledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Ed- 
mund ? 
Edm. No, my Lord. 
Glo. My Lord of Kent ; 
. Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 
Edm. My fer vices to your Lordihip. 
Kent. I muft love you, and fue to know you better. 
Edm. Sir, I (hall ftudy your deferring. 
Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he (hall 
again. {Trumpets founds within* 

The King is coming. 

SCENE II. 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants* 

1-ear. Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, 
Glo'fter. 

Glo. 1 (hall, my Liege. • {Exit. 

Lear. Mean time we mall e*prefsour darker *purpofc. 
Give me the map here : know, we have divided, . 
In three, our kingdom ; and 'tis our firff intent, 
To (hake all cares and bufinefs from our age; 
Conferring them on younger ftrengths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd Jeath. Our fon of Cornwall, 

J Dsrkr for more fact ; not for k&rcB , oblique. 



Digitized by Google 



f 

Sc. 2. King Lear. 

And you, our no left loving fon of Albany, 
We have this hour a conftant will to publifli 
Our daughters fev'ral dow'rs, that future ftrife 
May be prevented. The Princes France and Burgundy, 
Great Rivals in our younger daughter's love , 
Long in our court have made their am'rous fojourn, * 
And here are to be anfwer'd. Tell me, daughters, 
(Since now v/e will diveft us, both of rule, 
lnt'reft of territory, and cares of ftate) 
Which of you, (hall we fay, doth love us moft ? 
That we our rargeft bounty may extend, 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneritt, 
Our eldeft born, fpeak firft. 

Gon. 1 love you, Sir, 
Dearer than eye light, fpace, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
Nolefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour) 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found : 
. A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable, 
' Beyond all manner * of fo much I love you. 

Gwv What (hall Cordelia do \ love, and be filent. 

Lear. Of all thefe bounds, ev*n from this line to this, 
With ihadowy forefts and with champions rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-fkirted meads, 
Wc make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iflue 
Be this perpetual.— What fays our fecond daughter, 
. Oar dcareft Regan, wife of Cornwall I fpeak. 
I Reg. I'm made of that felf-metal as my fitter, 
| AnJ prize me at her worth, in my true heart, 
: 1 find (he names my very deed of love; 
* Only (he comes too fhort : that I profefs 
j Myfclf an enemy to all other joys, 
I Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe po/Rfles; 
\ And find 1 am alone felicitate* 
In your dear Highnefs' love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia! [Afidei- 
And yet not fo, fmce 1 am Aire my love's 
More pond'rous than their tongue. 

Lear. To thee and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ;, 

*Ue. beyond all exprtffion. 
I A X 
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King Lear, 



No lefs 5n fpace, validity », and pleafure, 

Than that confer r\J on Goner ill. —Now our joy, 
Although our laft, not kaft ; in whofe young love, 
The v nes of France, and miJk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intYeis'd : what fay you, to draw 
• A third, more opulent than your lifters ? fpeak* 

Cor. Nothing, my Lord* 

Lt.tr. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear Nothing can come of nothing; (peak agaia. 

Cor\ Unhappy that 1 am, I cannot heave 
My heart unto my mouth : I love your Majeily 
According to my bond, no more nor lefs. 

Lear How, how, Cordelia ? mend your fpeecb a 
Left you may mar your fortunes* £Uttle» 

Cor. Good my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. I 
Return thofe duties back, as are right fit ;. 
Obey you, love you, and raoft honour you, 
W hy have my fillers hu (bands, if they iay. 
They love you all ? haply, when I (haft wed, 
That Lord whofe hand muft take my plight, fhall carry 
<l Half mv love with him, half my care and duty. 
Sure, 1 (hall never marry like my fitters^ 
To love my father alh-~ — 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this?" 

Cor* Ay, my good Lord 

Lear, So young, and io untender ? 

Cor So young, my Lord, and true. 

Lear Let it be io, thy truth then be thy dower:. 
For by the facred radiance of the fun, 
The myfteries of Hecate, and the night, 
*By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do cxift, and ceafe to be ; 
Here I diiclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a Granger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbVous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation mefles, 
To gorge his appetite, (hall to my bofom 
Be as well neighboured, pitied, and rcliev'd, 

• Veiyiitj> for ivortb 4 vak<i. oot for inU%rit} % or geed t\ilt f 



Digitized by Google 



Sc. a*. King tear* Jf 

As thou ray (bmetime daughter. 
Kent. Good my Liege 
Lear- Peace, Kent ! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath* 
1 Jov'd her moll, and thought to fet my reft 
On her kind nursYy. Hence, avoid my Tight !— [To Cor J. 
Sfo be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her. Call France; whoftirs?" 

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 

"W ith my two daughters' dowers digeft the third. 

Let pride, which (he calls plainnefs, marry her. 

I do mve(t you jointly with my power, 

Prehemineoce. and all the large effecls 

That troop with Majefty* Ourfelf by monthly courfef, 

With refervation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be fuftain'd, ihall our abode* 

Make with you by due turns : only retain 1 

The name and all tV addition to a King : 

The fway, revenue, execution of th* heft; 

Beloved fonsj be yours; which to confirm; 

This coroner part between you.' . [G ivingthr crown* • 

Kent: Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honoured s as my King; 
Lov'd as my father, as my m after followed;- 
And as my patron thought on in my pray rs ■■ ■ 

Lear, The* bow is bent and drawn, make from the* 

Kent. Let ittall rather, though the fork invade Qmaftl 
The region of my heart*; be Kent unmannerly* 
When Lear is mad : what would*ft thou do, old man 
Think'ft thou that duty (hall have dread to fpeak, 
When power to flatt'ry bows ? to plainnefs honour' 
Is bound; when Majefty to folly falls. 
Referve thy ftate ; with better judgment check 
Tim hideous ralhnefs; with my life 1 anfwer, 
Thy youngeft daughter does not love thee 1 aft 
Nor are thofe empty-hearted, whofe low found 
Rcverbs no hollo wnefsv 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life 1 never held but as a pawn* 
To wage againft thy foes ; nor fear to lofc-itj 
Thy fafety. being the motive, fc 

Lear. Out of my fight ! 
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9 King tear. Atf iw 

Kent. See better, Lear, and let me ftill remaia 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now by Apollo 

Kent. Now by Apollo, King, 
Thou fwearft thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O vaflal ! mifcreant/ — —~ 

[laying his hand on his Jw*rd;\ 

Alb. Ctrn Dear Sir, forbear. 

Kent Kill thy phyfician, and thy fee beftow 
Upon the foul difeafe ; revoke thy doom, ' 
Of whilft I can vent clamour from ray throat,. v 
Til tell thee thou doft evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 
Since thou haft fought to make us break. our vow,. 
Which we clurft never yet ; and with ftrain'd pride,*, 
To come betwixt our fentence and our power 
"Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear. 
Our potency make good ; take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot tnee for provifion, 
To fliield thee from difafters of the world ; 
And, on the fixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom ; if, the tenth day following*. 
Thy baniuVd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death: away ! By Jupiter* 
This fhali not be revok'd. 

Kent Fare thee well, Kin« ; fith thus thou wilt ap-~ 
Freedom lives hence, and banilhraent is here; [pear, 
The gods to their dear (heher take thee* maid, [7o€or». 
That juftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid; 
And your large fpceches may your deeds approve, 

[To Goo. and Reg,. 
That good effects may fpring from words of love, . 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu, 
He ll fhape his old courfe in a country new. [Exits 

SCENE III; 

Enter Glo'fler, with France and Burgundy, and At+* 
tend ants. 

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord* 
Lear* My Lord of Burgundy, 
"We hi ft addrefs tow'rd you, who with this King 

•/jwrr, for execution of the fentence. 
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Have rival ? d for our daughter; what at lead 
Will you require in pre feat dower with her, 
Or ceafe your qoeft of love? 

Bur Moft Royal Majefly, 
I crave no more than what your Highaefs offer 'd,. 
I Nor wiU you leader leis. 

Lear Right NoWe Burgundy , 
When (he was dear to ut, we held her fo 5 
But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there fhe Hands,, 
I If aught within that little feeoung fohftaace* 
Or all of it with our difpleafure piec'd, 
And nothing mote, may; fitly like your Grace, . 
: She's there^ and ih'e is your's* 
Bur, \ know no anfwer. 

Learx WiU you with fchofe rofitimtie* (he owes*. 
Unfriended,, new-adofJttd; to our hate;, 
Dower'd with our curfe, and ftranger'd witji ouroath, , 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon, Royal Sjr ; x 
Election makes not up on fuch condition. 

Lear. Then leave her, Sir ; for by the pow'r thate 
made roe, 

Lteu you all her wealth.: For jou> great King, 

[To France* 
1 would not from your love oaake fuck a ftray, 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beieech yoa, 
T* avert * your liking a more worthy way, 
Than on a wretch, whom nature is albaoVd . 
Altnolt t' acknowledge hers. 

France. Thk is tnoft Grange ! ' 
T%at lhe, who ev r n but now was your- beft object . 
Your praife's argument, bakn of your age, 
| Deareft and beft, fhould m this trice ( f time 
Comimc a thing to sooottrous, to difnoantle; 
So many. folds of favour ! So?e> th* offence 
Mud be of fttch unnatural degree, 
As monfters it.; or your fbrcftvouch'-d affeclioa 
Fairn into taint : which to believe of her, 
Muft be a taith that reafon without miracle 
Should never pl*nt in me. 
Cor. I yet befcech your Majefty, 

J To avert, for to 4urn k (imply. 
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(If, for I want that glib and oily art, 

To fpealrand purpoie not; fincc what I well intend^ 

Til do't before 1 fpeak), that you make known 

It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs, 

No unohafte action, or difhonour'd ftep, 

That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour s 

But ev'n the want of that, for which I'm richer,. 

A (li II -foli citing eye, and fuch a tongue, 

That I'm glad I've not ; though not to have it, 

Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear Better thou 
Hadft not been born, than not have pteas'd me bctterv 

France. Is it but this ? a tardinefs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiftory unfpoke 
That it intends to do ? My Lord of Burgundy, 
What fay you to the lady ? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that (land 
Aloof from th* entire * point. Say, will you -have her I 
She is herfelf a dowry. 

Bur. Royal King, 
Give but that portion whicfoyourfelf propos'd,. 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand,. 
Dutchcfs of Burgundy.. 

Lear. Nothing. —I've fworn. 

Bur. I m forry then you have fo loft a father;. 
That you muft lofe a hulband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy •; 
Since that refpe&s of fortune are his love, 
1 mail not be his wife. 

France. Fairelt Cordelia, that art moft rich, being- 
Moft choice, forfaken ! and moft lov'd,-deipiYd 1 [poor!' 
Thee and thy virtues here 1 feize upon. 
Be't lawful I take-up what's caft away. 
Gods, go Js 1 'tis ftrange, that from their cold'ft neglect 
My love mould kindle to inflam'd refpedh 
Thy dow'rlels daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is Queen of us*, ot ours, and our fair France . 
Not all the Dukes of wat rift* Burgundy 
Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me.. 
Bid them fare wel, Cordelia, tho unkind ; 
Tiiou loleft here, a better where to had. 

J entire, for right, true, 
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) Lear. Thou haft her, France ; let her be thine, for 
Have no fuch daughter ; nor (hall ever fee £we 
That face of her v s again ; therefore be gone 
"Without our grace, our love, our benizon. 
Come, Noble Burgundy. 

\Flourijh. Exeunt Lear and Burgundy. 

SCENE IV. 

France. Bid fare we] to your fiflers. 

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wafh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you. 1 know what you are, 
And, like a filler, am mod loth to call 
Your taults, as they are Dam'd. Love well our father* 
' To your profeffing bofoms I commit him i 
But yet, alas ! Hood 1 within his grace, 
I would prefer htm t& a better place, 
! Sofarewel to you both. 

Reg. Prefcribe not as our duty. 

Con. Let your ftudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath received yott 
At fortune's alms ; you have obedience fcanred, 
And well are worth the want that you have vaunted* 

Cor. Time (hall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
"Who cover'd faults at laft with fhame derides* 
Well may you proffer I 

&t>*nce> Come, ray fair Cordetffr. 

\Exeunt France and Cordelia* 

SCENE V* 

Con. Sifter, it is not little IVe to fay, 
! Of what mod nearly appertains to us both; 

I think our father will go hence to-night. 
| Reg. That's certain, and with you ; next month 
j with us. 

: Con. You fee how full of change his age is, the ob- 
fcrvation we have made of it hath not been little ; he 
always lov'd our 6ft er mod* and with what poor judg- 
ment he hath now call her off, appears too grofsly. 

Reg. *Th the infirmity of his age ; yet he hath evef 
but flenderly known himfelf. 

Gon> The bed and founded of his time hath been but 
ufk j then mud we look, from his age, to receive not 
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alone the imperfections of long-ingrafted condition, but 
therewithal the unruly waywardnefs that infirm and 
choleric years bring with them. 

Reg, Such unconftant ftarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's banifiiment. 

Gon There is further compliment of Ieave»taking be- 
tween France and him ; pray you, let us hit together : 
if our father carry authority with fuch difpoficion as he 
bears, this laft furrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We (hall further think of it. 

G*n % We mud do fomething, and i'th'heat, \Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to a cajile belonging to the Earl ofGWttcF* 

Enter Edmund, nuitb a letter. 
Edm. Thou, Nature, art my goddefs ; to thy law 
My fervices are bound ; wherefore (hould I 
Stand in the pledge of cuftom, and permit 
The courtefy of nations to deprive me, 
For that 1 am forae twelve or fourteen moon thines 
Lag of a brother ? • Why baftard? wherefore bajei 
When my dimenfions are as well compact 
My mind as gen'rous, and my (hape as true, 
As honed Madam's iflue ? why brand they us 
With bafe I with bafenefs? baftardy ? bafe, bafe J 
" Who, in the lufty ftaalth of nature, take 
«• More compofition and fierce quality, 
" Than doth, within a dulP, ftale, tired* bed, 
" Go to creatine a whole tribe of fops, 
"Got 'tween a fleep and wake ? Well then, good bro— 
Legitimate Edgar, I muft have your land ; Qher, 
Our father's love is to the baftard Edmund, 
As to th* legitimate; fine word legitimate—* 

• Edmund is here inveighing again ft the tyranny or cuftom, of 
which he produces twu diftintt inftances ; one with refpccl to younger 
brothers, the other with refpeft to baft » ids. In the former, he mud 
not be under ft ood to mean himielf, though he fpcaks in the firft per. 
fcn, but according to a common mode of fpeech to fuppofe the cafe 
his own, and as in his own peribn to exclaim a<>ainft the unrcafon- 
ablenefs and iujuftice of rhe thinjr. The argument thus lecomes ge- 
neral, inlying more than is fcid, namely, When for c jbould J, or a*}. 
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Well, my legitimate, if this letter (peed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 
Shall be th' legitimate.— I grow, I profper ; 
Now, Gods, ftand up for baftards ! 

SCENE VII. To him, enter Glo'fter, 

Glo. Kent bantuVd thus! and France in choler partedl 
And the King gone to-night ! fubferib'd * his pow'r ! 
Coofin'd to exhibition ! all is gone 
Upon the gad ! — Edmund, how now ? what news ? 

Edm. So pleaie your Lordfhip, none. 

[Putting up the letter. 

Glo. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my Lord. 

Glo. What p iper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my Lord. 

Glo. No ! what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your pocket? the quality of nothiag hath not 
fuch need to hide itfelf. Let s fee ; come, if it be no* 
thing, I (hall not need fpe&acles. 

Edm. 1 befeech you, Sir, pardon me ; it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er read; and 
for fo much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your 
overlooking. * 

Glo. Give me the letter, Sir, 

Edm. 1 (hall offend, either to detain, or give it. The 
contents, as in part 1 nnderftand them, are to blame. 
Glo. Let's fee, let's fee. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's jollification, he wrote 
this but as an effay, or tafte of my virtue. 

Glo [reads.] This policy and reverence of ages \ makes 
the nvor Id hitter to the beflojour times ; keeps our fortunes 
from us, till our oldnefs cannot telijb them. 1 begin to find 
an idle and fond bondage in the opprejjion of aged tyranny ; 
which fways, not as it hath power, but as it is fuffered. 
Come to me, that of this 1 may fpeak more. If our father 
Would fleep till InvaA'd him, you /hould enjoy half his re* 
venue for ever, and live the beloved of your brother, Edgar. 

* rlum Confpiracy! Sleep till I wake him 

— _you (hould enjoy half his revenue— —My fon Ed- 

• fibferWJ, for transferred, alienated. 
t fi & nific */ww«* timet. 
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14 King Lear. Acl r . 

gar ! had lis a hand to write this ! a heart and a brain to 
breed it in ! When came this to you ? who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my Lord ; there's the 
cunning of it. 1 found it thrown in at the cafcment of 
my clotet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ? 

Edm. It the matter were good, my Lord, I durfl: 
fwear it were his; but, in wiped of that, I would faia 
tJwnk it were not. 

Glo. It is his* 

Edm. It i$ his hand, my Lord ; I hope his heart Is 
not in the contents. 

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bufi- 
nefs ? 

Edm. Never, my Lord. But I have heard him 6ft 
maintain it to be fit, that fons at perfect age, and fa- 
ther* declining, the father lhould be as a ward to the 
ion, and the fon manage his revenue. 

Glo O villain, villain ! his very opinion in the let* 
ter. Abhorred villain 1 unnatural, detefted, brutifh. 
villain ! worfe than brutifh ! Go, firrah, feek him ; I'll 
apprehend him. Abominable villain, where is he ? 

Edm. I do not well know, my Lord. It it fhall pleare 
you to fu r pend your indignation agajnft my brother, till 
you can derive from him better teftimony of his intent, 
you lhould run a certain courie ; where, if you violently 
proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and (hake in 
pieces the heart of his obedience 1 dare pawn down my 
hie for him, that he hath wi it this to feel my affection 
to your Honour, and to no other pretence ot danger *• 
Glo. Think you fo ? 

Edm. It your Honour judge it meet, I wiH place yo* 
where y< u (halt hear us confer of this, and by an auri- 
cular alia ranee have your iatufiAon ; and that with* 
out any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo He cannot be fuch a monlier. 

Edm. Nor is not, Aire. 

Clo To his fatl er, that fo tenderly and entirety loves 
hiu .— Heav n and earth ! Edmund, feek him out ; 
wind me into him, 1 pray you ; frame tne buhnels af- 

• Pretence, forfurpofe} danger \ tor ivkkdnefu 
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ter yonrown wtfdora. I would unftate myftlf, to tela 
a due rcfoiution. 

Edm m f will feck him, Sir, prefently, convey * the km* 
finefs as 1 (hall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Thefe late eclipfes in the fun and moon portend 
no good to us ; though the wifdom of nature can reafon 
it thus and thus, yet nature finds itfeif fconrg'd by the 
(Sequent effe<5t*. *« Love cools, friendfliip falls off, bro- 
" thers divide. In cities, mutinies ; in countries, di£ 
" cord ; m palaces, treafon ; and the bond crack 1 d 
" ^twizt (on and father." This villain of mine comes 
under the predi&ion, There's fon agairvft father ; th# 
King falls from bias of nature, there's father againft 
child. «« W« have feen Che beft of our time. Machi- 
" nations, hollownefs, -treachery, and all ruinous dif- 
u orders, follow us difquietly to ecr graves !" Find out 
this villain, Edmund; it ihall Jofe thee nothing, doit 

carefully. x And the noble and true-hearted Kent ba- 

niflfdl his offence, honefty, 'Tis ftrahge. 

SCENE VTO. . - Manet Edmund. 

Edm. " This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
u that when we are fick in fortune, (often the forfeits 
•* of our own behaviour), we make guilty of our dif- 
4t afters, the fun, the moon, and ftars, as it we were 
%l villains on neceffity; fools, by heavenly compulfion j 
u knaves, thieves, and treacherous, by fpherical pre* 
u dominance 4 drunkards, lyars, and adulterers, by aa 
" infore'd obedience of planeury influence ; and all 
*' that we are evil in, by a divine thrufting on* An ad- 
"mirable evafion of whoremaffer man, to lay his 
u goatHh difpofition on the change -of a (tar ! My fa thee 
" compounded with my mother under the Dragon's 
" tail, and my nativity was under l/rjk Major ; fo 
" that it follows I am rough and lecherous* I ihould 
" have been what 1 am, had the maidenlieft ftarin the 
n firmament twinkled on my baftar dizing. 

• Convey, for introduce : bat c$nvry is a fine word, as iltaa*ing to 
the practice of cUodcftinc conveying goods, fo as not to be found uav 
so the felon. 
Vol. VI. ^ B 
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SCENE IX. To bim t enter Edgar. 
Pat !— " He comes like the cataftropbe of tile old co* 
«* wedy; w »y cue is vitfauous melancholy, with a figl* 

like Tom o' £cdhm O, tfceie cofcpfes portend thcf« 

ftttfiogs \ ia, fol, la, me [Humming* 

Edg. How now, brother Edmnnd, what lerious con* 
tttnplation are you m ? 

Bdm. 1 am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
<this other day, what thou4d follow ihefe echpfes. 
Eiig. Do you oufy youHelf with that ? 
Ed*n. I pronaife yon, the efFccls he writes of fuccced 
fcnbappfty. When few you my father iall ? 
Efei The night gone by. 
Mam. Spoke yon with him ? 
Ay, two houi* together. 
Parted you in 'jgood terras ; .found you no dif- 
pleafure » hkn , by word or countenance ? 
ftfoneatall. 

> Edm. Bethink yourfelf wjtortfo you have offended 
him : and, at my intteaty, forbear his pretence, until 
fome little time hath qualified the heat of his difplea- 
ftire; which atfiriq infto&t fo rageth in him, that with, 
the iftifchief of your pctJbn it would fcarcely allay. 

Edg. Sottfe villain hath done me wrong;. 

Edm. That's my* fear. I pray you have a continent 
forbearance tijl the Jpcedof his rage goes flower; and, 
asifay, settle with me to- ray lodging, from whence I 
will fitly bring you to hear my Lord fpeak. Pray you, 
go ; there's my key. if you do ftir abroad, go arm'd, 

Edg. Aro% brother ! 

Edm Brother, 1 advke you to the beft ; I am no ho- 
jfcfcman, if there bo any good meaning toward you. 
f hawtold ytfu what Iba*cfecn and heard, but faintly; 
Nothing like the image and horror of it. Pray you a- 
w*y. 

Edg. Shatt I hear from yon anon ? £2Tx&. 

SCENE X. 

Eden. I do-ferve you in this bufinefs : 
A credulous fhther, and a brother noble, 
Whofc nature is fo far from doing harms, 
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hat he fufpe&snone ; on whofe foolifli honefty 
My practices ride eafy : I fee the bufmefe. 
\ Let me, if not by birth, have land* by wit ; 

Ail with rue's meet, that I can faihton fit. [fx//. 

SCENE XI. The Duke of Albanfs palace* 

i 

i Enter Gonerill and Steward. 

Con. Did my father ftrike my gentleman for chiding 
of his fool ? 
• Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Con. By day and night he wrongs me ; every hour 
HeflaOies into one grofs crime or other, 
Thatfets us all at odds : 1*11 not endure it. 
His knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us 
©aev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting* 
I will not fpeak with him ; fay, I am fick. 
If you come flack of former fervices, 
You (hall do well ; the fault of it I'll anfwer. 

Stew. He's coming, Madam ; I hear him. 

Gon. Put on what wary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your fellows : I d have it come to queltion. 
If he diftafte it, let him to my fifter, 
I Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one. 
Not to be over-ruPd, Idle old man, 
That ftill would manage thofe authorities 

That he hath giv'n away ! Now, by my life. 

Old folks are babes again ; and mud be us'd 
With checks, not flatt'ries, when they're feen abus'd* 
Remember what I have faid. 
Stew. Very well, Madam. 

Con. And let his knights have colder looks among 
What grows of it, no matter j and advlfe [you : 
Your fellows fo. iH write ftrait to my filer 
! To hold my courfe. Go, and prepare for dinner. 

[.Exeunt. 

SCENE XII. 
Changes to an open place before the palace. 
Enter Kent dijguis'd. 
Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
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Andean my fpcech diffufe *, my (rood intent 
May carry through itfHf to that full iflbe, 
For which Irazd my likenefs. Now, biniflTd Kent* 
li thou canft feRve where thou dolt fbnd conderan'd,. 
So may it come, thy matter, whom thou lov ft, 
Shaft find' thee fuHof labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants 

lean Let me not flay a jot for dinner; go, get' it- 
ready. 

How now, wh;*t art thou? \To Kent* " 

Kent A man. Sir. 

Lear. What, doft thouprofefs? what would'ft thou 
with us * 

Kent. Tdo profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to ferve* 
him truJy that wiH put me in truft ; to love Kim that i* 
honeft ; to converfe with him that is wife; to fay little; 
to fear judgement ; to fight when I cannot chufe \ and' 
to eat no fifli. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft-hearted fellow, andas poor as, 
the King. 

Lear. If thou beeft as poor for a fubjecT: as he's for- 
a King, thou art poor enough. What would'ft thou?* 
Kent* Service. 

Lear. Whom would'ft tfiou ferve t 
Kent. You. 

Lear. Doftthou know me, fellow > 

Kent. No-, Sir; but you have that in your counter 
nance which I 1 would, fain cair matter. 

Lear. What's that ? 

Kent. Authority. 
• Lear. Whatfervices canft thou do f 

Kent. 1 can keep honeft counfels, ride, run, mar* 
curious tale in telling it) and deliver a plain meflage 
bhmtry r that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua* 
lify'd in; and the beft of me is diligence. 

Lear* How ofd art tfiou f 

Kent*. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for fing* 

* To dtfuft, here fignifies to dijbrjer., to put out of a rtgular courfe* 
It is ufed in the fame fenfe vat other placet m this author ; diffufei 
mure, dif ufed founds. 
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ing, nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I nave 
years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou (feaft ferve me. if I like thee 
no worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee. Yet 
no dinner ? ho, dinner— -where's my knave ? my fool ? 
Go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, firrahj 
"where's nay daughter ? 

Enter Steward* 

Stew. So pleafe you—— [ftxiti 
Lear. What fays the fellow there? eatf the elotjwle 
back : where's my fool, ho ? - 1 think the world's 
afleep. How now ? where's that mongrel ? 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your daughter is not well* 
Lear* Why came not the flave back to me when I 
call'd him ? 

Knight. Sir, he anfwer'd me in the roundeft manner, 
• he would not. 

Lear. He would not? 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter Is ; 
: but, to my judgment, your Highnefc is not entertained 
with that ceremonious affection as you were wont ; 
there's a great abatement of kindnefs appears, as well 
in the general dependents, as in the Duke himfelf alfo, 
and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha ! fay ft thou fo ? 

Knight. I befeech you pardon me, ray Lord, if I be 
tniftaken ; for my duty cannot be filent, when I think 
your Htghnefs is wrong'd* 

Lear. Thou but remember'ft me of my own concep- 
tion. . I have perceiv'd a moft faint neglect of late, 
which I hate rather blamed as my own jealous curiofi- 
ty, than as a very pretence * and purpofe of unkindnefs. 
1 wtll look further into't. But where's my fool ? I hate 
not feen him thefe two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France* 
Sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well; go 
you, and tell my daughter, I would fpeak with her. 
Go you, call hither my fool. O, you, Sir, come you 
hither, Sir ; who am I, Sir ? 

* freUnu, for indication* 

B 3 
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Enter Steward* 

Stems. My Lady's father. 

Lear. My Lady's father ? my Lord's knave I 
you whorfon dog, you Have, you cur. 

Stew. I am cone of thefe, my Lord ; I befeech youtr 
pardon. 

Lear. Do, you bandy looks with me, you^raftal ? 

^ [Striking bim~- 

Stew. Ill noti>e (truck* my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe foot-ball player. 

[7 "ripping up his heels* m 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow.. Thou ferv'ft me, and 
ITHovethee. 

, Kent* Come, Sir, artfe, away ; I'll teach you differ- 
ences: away, away \ if you will meafure your lubber 's 
length again, tarry. But away, go to : have you wijf- 
dom ? fo— — — — [Pujloes the- Steward out* 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, 1 thank thee j. there'* 
carneft of thy fervicer 

SCENE XIII. To them, enter Fool. 

FocL Let me hire him too r here's my coxcomb. 

[Giving his cap^ 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ? how do'ft thoa? 
Fool. Sirrah, you were beft take my coxcomb *. 
Kent. Why r my boy ? 

Fool. Why ? for taking one's part that is out of fa- 
vour ; nay, an' thou can ft not fmile as the wind fits, 
thou'lt catch cold fliortry. There, take my coxcomb ; 
why, this fellow has banifk'd two of bis daughters, and 
did the third a blefting againft his will ; if thou follow 
him, thou muft needs wear my coxcomb. How now, 
nuncle ? would 1 had two coxcombs, and two daughters! 

Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool If I give them all my living, 111 keep my cox- 
comb myfelf \ there's mine, beg another of thy daugh- 
. ters. 

* Meaning his cap, called fo, becaofe on the top of the fool or 
. jeAer's cap was Awed a pie ce of red cloth, refembling the comb of a 
tock. 1 he word, aitciwaids, pied to denote a vain, conceited, m«U 
ihng fellow. 
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Lear. Take head, firrah, the whip.-——— 

Fool. Truth's a dog muft to kennel y he muft be 
wfctpp'd out, when the Lady Brach may (land by th* 
ire, and dink. 

Lear. A peftilence gaH to me. 

Fool. Sirrah, Til teach thee a fpeech, [To Kent* 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it r nuncle ; 
Have more than thou ihoweft, 
Speak lefs than thou knoweft* 
Lend lefs than thou oweft, 
Kide more than thou goeft, 
Learn more than thou troweft, 
Set lefs than theu throweft, 
Leave thy drink and thy whore* 
And keep within door, 
And thou (halt have more 
Than two tens to a fcore. 

Kent . This is nothing, foolv 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer, 
you gave roe nothing for't. Can you make no ufe of 
nothing, nuncle ? 

Lea r. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of 
v nothing. 

Fool. Pr'ytftee, tell him, fo much the rent of his land 
comes to : he will not believe a fooh * [To Kent. 

Lear. Doft thou call me fool, boy ? 
Fool. * All thy other titles thou haft given away ; 

• that thou waft born with.' 

Kent. • This is not altogether fool, my Lord.' 

Fool, • No, 'faith ; lords and great men will not let 

* me; if I had a monopoly oa't, they would have part 

• _____ believe a fool. 
Lear. A bitter fool I 

Fool Doft thou know the difference, my boy, between a bittCf 
fool and a fweet one ? 
Lear. No, lad> teach roe. 

Fool That Lord that eounfel'd thee to give away thy land, 
Come, place him here by me ! or do then for him Oand; + 
The iweet and bitter fool will prrfently appear, 
The oiJc in motley here, the other found out there* 

Uw % Poft thou call, &c. 
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« on't: nay, the ladles too, they 'II hot let me have all 

« fool to rayfelf, they'll be fnatching/ 

Give me an egg, mincJe, and 1*11 give thee two crown*. 

Lear. What two crowns (hall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg \ f th* middle, and 
ate op the meat, the two crowns of the egg ; when thou 
cloveft thy crown i* th' middle, and gav'ft away both, 
parts, thou bor'ft thine afs on thy back o'er the dirt ; 
thou feadft little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'ft 
thy golden one away. If I (peak like myfelf in thi», 
let him be whipp'd that firft finds it Tooth. 

Fools ne*er had left grace in a year , [Singing. 

For wife men are grown foppifb, 
And know not how their wits to wear % 

Their manners are fo apsfb* 

Lear. Since when were you wont to be fo full of 
fongs, fir rah ? 

Fool. 1 have ufed it, nuncle, e'er fince thou mad'ft 
thy daughters thy mothers ; for when thou gav'ft them 
the rod, and putt' it down thy own breeches, 

Then they for fudden joy did weep% puiging. 

And I for forrowfung, 
That fuch a King fh out d play bo-peep, 

And go the fools among. 

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a fchoolmafter that can teach 
thy fool to lye ; 1 would fain learn to lye. 

Lear. Jf you lye, firrah, we'll have you whipp'd. 

Fool. 1 maivel what kin thou and thy daughters ares 
they'll have me whipp'd for fpeaking true, thou'h have 
me whipp'd for lying ; and fometimes I am whrppM 
for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing 
than a fool, and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou 
haft pared thy wit o' both fides, and left nothing i' th' 
Baiddle. Here comes one o* th' parings. 

SCENE XIV. To them, enter Gonerill. 

Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that frontlet 
On ? you are too much of late i' th' frown. 

Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow, when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an with* 
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°ut a figure ; I am better than thou art now ; I am a 

fool, thou art nothing. Yes, forfooth, I will hold 

roy tongue, [To Gonerill.J ; fo your face bids me, tho* 
you fay nothing, 

Mum % mum, he that keeps norcruft nor crurn, [Singing. 
Weary of all, Jhall 'want fome. 

Thou art a fheaFd peafcod. \Speaking to Lear* 

Gen* Not only, Sir, this your all-ltcens'd fool, 
But other of your infolent retinue, 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not to be endured riots. 
I thought, by making this well known unto you, 
*F have found a fafc redrefs ; but now grow fearful, 
By what yourfelf too late have fpoke and done, 
That you prated this eourfe, and put it on * 
By your allowance. If you fhould, the fault 
Would not Ycape cenfure, nor the redrelTes fleep, 
Which, in the tender of a wholfome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence* 
(Which elfe were ihame), that then neceflky 
Will caU difcreet proceeding. 
F$oL For you know, nuncle, 

The hedge f parrots fed the cuckoo fo long, 
That it had its head bit off by its young s 

80 out went the candle, and we were left darkling* 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. I would yon would make ufe of your good wi£> 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away [dom> 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
from what you rightly are* 

Fool. May not an afs know when the cart draws the 
fcorfe i whoop, Jug, I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? this is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus ? rpeak thus ? Where are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakens, his difcernings 

Are iethargied Ha 1 waking— 'tis not ft) % 

Who is it that can tell me who I am ? \ 

• i. e. promote, put it forward, 
t who I am* 

Fool. Lcar'f fliadow. % 
liar. Lear's Jhadow ? crft. 



Digitized by Google 



34 K**g Lear* Act x « 

Lear's (hadow ? I would learn ; for by the marks 
Of fovereignty of knowledge, and of reafon, 
I fhoqld be faUe perfuaded 1 had daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Con. This admiration. Sir, is much o' th* favour 
Of other your new praaks. I do befeech you, 
To underftand my purpofes aright. 
You, as you're old and reverend, (hould be wife. 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and '(quires, 
Men fo diforder'd, fo debauch'd and bold, 
Thac this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn ; epicurifm and luft 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd palace *. Shame itfelf doth fpeak 
For inftant remedy. Be then dcfir'd 
By her, that eJfe will take the thing (he begt, 
Of fifty todifquamity your train; 
And the remainders, that (hall ftiil depend f, 
To be fuch men as may befort your age. 
And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darknefs and devils f 
Saddle my horfes, call my train together. < » 
Degenerate baftard ! Ill not trouble thee \ 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gen. You ftrike my people, and your diforder*d rab- 
Make fervants of their betters. [blc 

SCENE XV. To them % enter Albany. . 

Lear* Woe! that too late repents— O, Sir, are you 
come I 

Is it your will, fpeak, Sir ? prepare my horfes.— 

IT* Albany. 

Ingratitude ! thou marble -hearted fiend, 

More hideous, when thou (heW'ft thee in a child. 

Than the fea-monfter. 

Atb* Pray you, Sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detefted kite 1 thou lycft. [7* Goneriil. 

My train are men of choice and rareft parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the moft exact regard fupport 

* t. « % a palace grac'd with the preface of its foverdgn. 
f depend for continue in fervice. 
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The worfliips of their names. O mod fmall fault ! 
. How ugly did A thou in Cordelia (be w ? 
I Which, like an engine, wreacfe'd my frame of natare 
From the fix'd place * ; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [Striking his bead. 
And thy dear judgment out.— Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My Lord, I'm guiltlefs* as I'm ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

hear. It may be fo, my Lord - .1 
Hear, Nature, hear ; dear goddcfs, hear a father ! 
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou didft intend 
To make this creature fruitful : 
Into her womb convey fteriiity, 
Dry np m her the organs of tnereaie, 
And from her derogate \ body never fpring 
A babe to honour her ! If ibe muft teem, 
Create her child of fpleeo, that it may live, 
And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her ; 
Let it Itamp wrinkles in her brow at youth, 
With candent tears fret channels in her checks; 
Torn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that {he may feel 
How (harper than a ferpent's tooth it is, 
To have a thanklefs child.— Go, go, my people. 
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes this I 
Con. Never afflict yourfelf to know of what : " 
Bat let his difpofition have that fcope 
That dotage gives it. 
Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ? 

Within a fortnight ! - 

Alb. What's the matter, Sir! 
Lear. I'M tell thee— life and death ! I am affcam'd 
That thou hail power to fhake my manhood thus;j 

[TVGoncriH. 
That thefe hot tears, winch: break from me perforce, 

Should make thee worth them — -Blafts and fogs 

upon thee ! 
Th' untented woundings of a father's curfe 
Pierce every fefrce about thee 1 Qjld fond eyet, 

• blinding to the farpous bead of Architocdcs. 
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Beweep this caufe again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And cad you, with the waters that yon iofe, 
To temper clay. Ha 1 is it come to this £ 
Let it be fo : I hare another daughter, 
Who I am fare is kind and comfortable ; 
When (he ihall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flea thy wolfiih vifage. Thou (halt find, 
That I'll refume the fliape which thou doft think 
I have call off for ever. [Ex. Lear and Attendants* 

SCENE XVL 

Con. Do you mark that ? 

Alb. I cannot be fo partial, Ooncrifl, 
To the great love I bear yon. 

Con. Pray you, be content. What, Ofwald, ho ! 
You, Sir, more knave than foo! # after your mailer. 

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncie Lear, tarry, take the fool 
A fox, when one has caught her, £wtth thee : 

And fuch a daughter, 
Should fure to the flaughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter: 
So the fool follows after. 

Con. This man hath had good counfel— — a hundred 
knights ? 

Js't politic, and fafe, to let him keep 
A hundred knights ? yes, that on evVy dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dill ike, 
He may inguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 
And hold our lives at mercy. Ofwald, I fay. 

Alb Well, you may fear too far ; 

Con. Safer than trull too far. 
Let me ttill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ftill to be harrad. 1 know his heart ; 
What he hath utter'd, 1 have writ my lifter ; 
If (he'll fuftain him and his hundred knights, 
When I have fliew'd th' unfit ne fi ■ 

Enter Steward* 

How now, Ofwald ? 

What, have you writ that letter to my lifter ? 
Stenv. Ay, Madam* 

C$n. Take youfome company, and away to horfc \ 
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Inform her fall of my particular fears, 
And thereto add fuch reafons of your own, 
- A« may compact * it more. So get you gone, 
And hailen your return. [Exit Steward. 

—No, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleoefs and cotfrfe of yours, 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pirdon, 
You are much more at tafk for want of wifdem, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildnefs. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell . 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Con. Nay then 

Mb. Well, well, th* event. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XVII. 1 

A court jard belonging to the Duke of Albany's palace* 

Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentlemen, and Foot. 

Lear. Go you before to Glo'fter with thefe letters ; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, than comes from her demand out of, the letter ; 
if your diligence be not ipeedy, I lhall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. I will not fleep, my Lord, till I have deliver- 
ed your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man's brain were in his heels, were't not 
in danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry, thy wit (hall not 
go flip- (hod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. • \ 

F$ol> Shalt fee thy other daughter will ufe thee kind- 
ly ; for though fhe's as like this as a crab's like an ap- 
ple, yet 1 can tell what 1 can tell. 

Lear. What canft tell, boy ? 

Fool. She will ufte as like this, as a crab does to a 
crab. Canft thou tell why one's nofe ftands i' th' mid- 
dle of one's face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool: Why, to* keep one's eyes of either fide one's 

• cmpaB % for confirm. 
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nofe ; that what a man cannot fmell out, he may fjp) 
into. 

Lear. I did het wrong 

Fool. Canft tell how an oyfter makes his (hell ? 
Lear. No. 

F**/. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a fnail Iia; 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why? 

FooL Why, to put's head in ; not to give it away tc 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a cafe. 

Lear. 1 will forget my nature: fo kind a father ! be 
my horfes ready ? 

Fool. Thy affes are gone about 'em ; the reafon "why 
the feven ftars are no more than feven, is a pretty reafon. 

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight. 

Fool. Yes, indeed ; thou would *ft make a good fool. 

Lear. To tak't again perforce! Monfter ingra- 
titude 1 ' 

FooL If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that ? 

FooL Thou fhoald'ft not have been old, till thou 
hadft been wife. 

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, fweet heav'n! 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad* 

Enter Gentleman* 

How now, are the horfes ready ? 
Cent. Ready, my Lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 

FooL She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de- 
parture, 

Shall not be a maid long, unlefs things be cut fhorter, 

[Exeunt* 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

A cajlle belonging to the Earl of Glo y fter. 
Enter Edmund and Curan, feveralfy. 
Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your father, 
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and given him notice, that the Duke of Cornwall, and 
Regan his Dutchefs, will be here with him this night* 
Edm. How conies that ? 

Cur. Nay, 1 know not ; you have heard of the news 
abroad, I mean, the whifpcr'd ones, tor they are yet 
bat cdr-kiffiog arguments. 

Edrn t Not 1 ; pray you, what are they ? 

Cur Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may then in time. Fare you well. Sir. 

[Exit* 

SCENE. II. 

Edm. The Duke be here to night 1 the better ! teft! 
Tbis weaves itfelf perforce into my bufinefs ; 
My father hath fct guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queftion 
'Which I muft acl : briefnefs and fortune work ! 
Brother, a word $ defcend, brother, I fay ; • 

7# bint, enter Edgar* 

My father watches ; O Sir, fly this place,, 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid ; 
You've now the good advantage of the night———— 
Have you not fpoken 'gain ft the Duke of Cornwall I 
He's coming hither now i' th* night, in hafte, 
And Regan with him ; have you nothing faid 
Upon his party 'gainft the Duke df Albany * ? 
Advife yourfelf* 

Edg. I'm fure on't, not a word. 

Edm^ I hear my father coming. Pardon me— 
In cunning I muft draw my fword upon you ■ ■ - 
Draw, feem to defend yourfelf. 
Now quit you well 

Yield — come before my father — fight no a, here !— ~ 7 
Fly, brother — torches ! — fo farewel — [Ex. Edgar* 
Some blood drawn n me, would beget opinion 

\}Vounds his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I've feen drunkards 

* Meaning, upon the party engaged bj him againft the Duke of 
AlWof. 
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Do more than this in fport. Father! father \ 
Stop, ftop, no help I ■■ 

SCENE III. 

To Sim, enter Glo'fter, and fervants with torches 

Clo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 

Edm. Here flood he ro the dark, his (harp fword out 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conj'ring the moon 
To ftand's aufpicious miftrefs* 

Gb. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, Sir, I bleed. * 

Clo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, Sir, when by no means he could— 

Clo. Purfue him,* ho? go after. By no means, what* 

Edm* Pcfuade me to the murther of your Lordfhipf 
But that, I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainft parricides did all the thunder bend,. 
Spoke with how manifold and ftrong a bond 

The .child was bound to th' father.- Sip, in fine* 

Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftood 

To his unnat'ral purpofe, in fefl motion 

With his prepared lword he charges home 

My unprovided body, lancd my arm ; 

And when he faw my beft-al armed fpirits, 

Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to th' encounter* 

Or whether gafted by the noife, 1 made. 

Full fuddenJy he fled. 

Clo. Let him fly far }. 
Not in this land (hall he remain uncaught y 
And found, difpatch'd— *I he Noble Duke my mafler^ 
My worthy arch * and patron, comes to-night ; 
By. his authority i will proclaim ic, jk 
That he who finds him, fball deferve our thanks, 
Bringing the murth'rous coward to the Hake ; 
He that conceals hint, death. 

Edm* When I diffuaded him from his intent, 
And found him ptght to do it, with curs'd fpeecb 
I threaten'd to difcover him ; he replied, 
Thou unpoueffing baftard ! do'ft thou thinks 
If I would (land againft thee* would the repofai 

• i. «. chief. 
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Of any truft, virtue, or worth in thee* 
Make thy words faith'd ? No ; when I mould deny, 
(As this i would, although thou didft produce 
My very chara&er), I'd turn it all 
To thy fuggeftion, plot, and damned practice ; 
And thou nauft make a dullard of the world, 
Jf they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential fpurs 
To make thee feek it.. [Trumpet/ within* 

Glo. O ftrange, faften'd villain ! 

Would he deny his letter ? 1 never got him.— 

Iferk, the Duke's trumpets! 1 know not why hep 
comes 

All ports 1 11 bar ; the villain (hall not Tcapc ; 
The Duke muft grant me that ; betides, his piclurc 
I will fend far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land 
(Loyal and natural boy!) Ill work the means* 
To make thee capable. 

a G E N E IV. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendant*. 

Corn. How now, my noble friend ? fince 1 came hi* 
ther, 

Which I can call but now, I have heard ftrange news. 

Reg, If it be true, all vengeance comes too laort, 
Which can purlue th* offender. How does my Lord I 

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, 'tis crack'd.. 

Reg. What, did my father's godfon feek your life ? 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ? 

Glo. O Lady, Lady, (name would have it hid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father I 

Glo. 1 know not, Madam : 'tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm. "Yes, Madam, he was of that confort. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected y 
*Tis they have put him on the old man** dcaih, 
To have th' expence and. walte of his revenues. x 
I have this prelent evening from my filter 
Been Well mform'd of them ; and with iiich cautions, 
That u they come to fojourn at my houle, 

^3 
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I'll not be there. 

£V*w. Nor f, 1 aflure thee, Regan. 
EJmund, 1 hear, that you have ihewn your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Ywas my duty, Sir.. 

G/o. He did bewray his practice, and received 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he purfued ? 

Gb. Ay, my good Lord, he is. 

Com. If he be taken, he (hall never more 
Be fear'cr of doing harm : make your own purpofe, 
How m .my. ftrength you pleafe. As for you, Edmund^ 
Whofe virtue and obedience in this inftance 
So much commends itfelf, you (hall be ours ; 
Natures of fuch deep truft we {hall much need : 
You we fir ft feize on. 

Edm. 1 (hall ferve you, Sir, 
Truly, however elfe. 

Glo. I thank your grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to vifit you.— 
Reg. Thus out of feafOn threading d&Tk-ey'd nighty 
Occation*, Noble Glo'fter, of fome poife* 
"Vv herein we mud have ufe of your advice. - ■ 
Cur father he hath writ, fo hath our fitter, 
Of difT'rences, which 1 beft thought it fit 
To anfwer from our home : the fevVal melfengers 
From hence attend difpatch. Our good old friend* 
„ Lay comforts to your bofom ; and beftow 
Your needful counfel to our bufineffes, 
Which crave the inftant ufe. 

Glo. 1 ferve you, Madam: 
Your Graces are right welcome. [ExennK. 
SCENE V. 
Enter Kent, and Steward, feveratly. 

Stew. Good downing * to thee, frieud ; art of this 
Kent. Ay. £houfe I 

Stew. Where may we fet our horfes 
Kent. V th* mire. 

Stew. Pi 'ythee, if thou lov'ft me, tell me* 

* i. e. good red; the common evening- £dutatkra of that time* 
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Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If 1 had thee in Lipfbury pinfold, I would 
Bake thee care for me . 

Stew. Why doft thou ufe me thus ? 1 know thee nou 

Kent. Fellow, 1 know thee. 

Stew. What doft thou know me for ? 
1 Kent. A knave, a rafcal, an eater of broken meats, 
a bafe, proud, (hallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hun- 
dred-pound, filthy worfted-ftocking knave ; alily-liver'd*. 
aftion-taking knave; a whorfon, glafs- gazing, Aiper- 
ferviceable, finical rogue ; one-trank-inheriting flave ; 
ooe that would'ft be a bawd in way of good lervice 
and art nothing but the compofition of a knave, beggar, 
coward, pander, and. the fon and heir of a mongrei 
bitch ; one whom 1 will beat into clam'rous whining,, 
if thou deny'ft the lead fyllable of thy addition. 

Suw. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee nor knows, 
thee? 

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to denj 
thou know'ft me ? is it two days ago fince I tript up 
thj heels, and beat thee before the King ? Draw, you. 
rogue ; for tho' it be night, yet the moon fhines ; I'll 
make a fop o' th' moonihine of you ; you whorfon, cul* 
lionly, barber monger, draw. [Drawing his Jword+. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you raical ; you come with letters a» 
gaintt the King ; and take Vanity, the puppet's part, 
againft the royalty of her father. Draw, you rogue*, 
or i'll fo carbonado your (hanks— draw, you raical, 
come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho! murther! help! 

Kent. Strike, you flave ; ftand, rogue,, ftand, you. 
aeat flave, ftrike. , [Beating him*. 

Stew, Help ho ! murther ! murther 1 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Edmund,. Cornwall,, Regan, Glo'fter, and Str* 
vants. 

EJm. How now, what's the matter ? part — 
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Kent. With you, goodman boy, if yoti pleafe ; come,, 
ril flefhyc; come on, young mailer. 

Glo. ' Weapons ? arms ? what's the matter here ? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; he dies thac 
ftrikes again ; what's the matter ? 

Reg* The meflengers from our lifter and the King ?" 

Corn. What is your difference i fpeak. 

Stew, I am fcarce in breath, my Lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftirr'd your valour p, 
you cowardly rafcal 2 nature" difclaims all fhare in thee r 
a tailor made thee* 

Corn* Thou art a ftrange fellow ; a tailor make a* 
man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, Sir ; a done-cutter, or a painter- 
could not have made him So ill, tho' they had been but 
two hour's o' th' trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, Sir; whofe life I haver 
<j>ar'd at fuit of his grey beard 

Kent Thou whoribn zed i thou unneceffary letter ! 
my Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread thiV 
unbolted * villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
jakes with him k Spare my grey beard ? you wag- 
tail ! 

Corn. Peace, firrah ! 
You beaftly knave, know you no reverence ?- 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege. 

Corn. Why art thou angry" * 

Kent. That inch a flave as this fhou'd wear a fword^ 
"Who wears no honefty ; foch tailing rogues as thefe*. 
Like rats, oft bite the holy jeords in twain 
Too intiinficate t* unloofe ; footh every paffioo* 
That in the nature of their lords rebels ; 
Bring oil to fire, inow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks- 
With ev'ry gale an<J vary of their matters, 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following, 
A plague upon your epileptic vifage ! 
Smile you my ipeeches as I were a fool f 
Goofe, it 1 had you upon Samoa plain, 

• f. e. unrefined by education, the bran yet in him ; a metaphor 
from ihe bukthoulc, 
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I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot 

Cor n. W hat, art thou mad, old fellow i 

Clo. How fell you out ? lay that. 

Kent . No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than 1 and fuch a knave. 

Com. V\ hy doft thou call him knave ? what is his 
6uit> 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more perchance does mine, nor his, nor 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ; [hcr's* 
I have feen better faces in my time 
Than ftand on any fhoulders that I fee 
Before me at this inftant. 

Com. " This is fome fellow. 
•« Who 'having been prais'd for bfuntnefs, doth affeel 
" A faucy roughnefs ; and conftrains the garb f 
" Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he,— 
" An honeft mind and plain, he muft fpeak truth ; 
" Aa' they will take it, fo ; it not, he's plain. 
u Thefe kind of knaves 1 know, which in this plainnejs 
u Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ijadsL. 
u Than twenty filky ducking obfervants> 
14 That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity* 
Under th' allowance of your grand afpe£t, 
^hafe influence, l.ke the wreath of radiant fire, 
On fljckei ing Phoebus' front % 
Corn, What mean'll by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you difcom- 
mend fo much. I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he- 
Ihat beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave ;. 
*hich for my part I will not be, though I (hould wtifc 
your difpleafure to inireat me to't. 

Corn. What was th* offence you gave him t 

Stew, I never gave him any* 
It pleas'd the King hi* matter very lately 
To ftiike at me upon his mifconftruclion : 
When he conjunct, and flanging his difpleafure* 

* Camelot was the place where the romances fay King -Arthur 
kept his court in chc uteft. So this alludes to i'omc proverbial fpeech- 
io thofe .romances. 

t garb, ioz,baht> cuff am. 
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Tript me behind ; being down, infulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him fuch a deal of man, 
That worthied him ; got praifes of the King, 
For him attempting who was felf-fubdud ; 
And, in the fleihment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 

Kent , None of thefe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their foil. 

Corn Fetch forth the docks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave, you rev'rend braggart, 
"We ll teach you— 

Kent Sir, I am too old to learn* 
Call not your docks for me ; I ferve the King ; 
On whofe employment I was fent to you. 
You (hall do fmall reipecl, (hew too bold malice 
Againft the grace and perfon of my matter, 
Stocking his meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the ftocks • 
As I have life and honour, there (ball he fit tilt noom 

Reg. Till noon ! tiW night, my Lord, and all nighr 
too. 

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You could not ufe me fo. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stocks brought out* 

Corn. This is a fellow of the fejf-fame nature 
Our fitter fpeaks of. Come, bring away the ftocks* 

Clo. Let me befeech your Grace not to do fo ; 
His fault is much, and the good King his matter 
Will check him for't ; your purposed low correction 
Is fuch, as bafett and the meaneft wretches 
For pilf 'rings, and moft common trefpafles, 
Are punifh'd with. The King mutt take it iff, 
That he, fo (lightly valued in his nieflenger* 
Should have him thus reftrain'd. 

Corn. I'll anfwer that. 

Reg. My filter may receive it much mere worlev 
To have her gentleman abus'd, a(Taulted, 
For following her affairs. Put m his legs- ■ ■ 

[Kent // put in the flock*. 
Gome, my Lord, away. [Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 

SCENE. 
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Gh. Vm forry for thee, friend; ' tis the Duke's plea- 
Whofe difpofition, all the world well knows, [Aire, 
Will not be rubb'd nor ftopp'd*. Ill intreat for thee. 

Kent Pray, do not fo, Sir I've watch'd and travelled 
Some time 1 (hill fleep out, the reft 111 whittle : [hard ; 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels ; 
Give you good-morrow. 

Glo. The Duke's to blame in this; 'twill be ill taken. 

[Exit. 

Kent Good King that mud approve the common law, 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com ft 
To the warm fun f ! % All weary and o'erwatch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This (hametul lodging 

Fortune, good night ; fmile once more, turn thy wheel. 

[He peps. 

SCENE changes to a part of a heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I've heard myfelf proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Efcap'd the hunt No port is free, no place, 
That guard and moft unufual vigilance 
Does hot attend my taking. While I may Tcape, 
1 will preferve mylelf : and- am bethought 
To take the bafeft and the pooreft (hape, 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beaft : my face I'll grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins » elfe all my hair in knots; 

* A metaphor from bowling 

f An old provcrbfe' faying applied to thoft who arc tnrn'd out of 
hoofe and home, deprived of all the comforts of life, excepting the 
common benefits of the air and fun. 

\ — warm fun I 

Approach, thou beacon, to this under-globe, [Looking up to the moon. 

That by thy comfortable beams 1 may 

Perufe this letter. Nothing almofl fees miracles, 

fiat mifery. I know 'tis from Cordelia ; 

'Who hath moft fortunately been irform'd 

Of my oHfcutcd courfe. 1 (hall find time 

From this enormous Hate, and f<ek to give 

Lodes their remedies. Ail weary, 
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And with prefented nakedncfs outface 
The winds and perfections of the (ky. 
The country give^me proof and precedent 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms, 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, fprigs of rofemary ; 
And with this horrible objeft, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, fheep-cotes, an J mills, 
Sometimes with lunatic bans, fometiraes with pray'rs, 
Inforce reer charity ; poor Turlupin! poor Tom! 
That's fomething yet : Edgar I nothing am. [Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes again to the Earl ofiGWJlers cajile. 

Enter Lear, Fool % and Gentleman. 

Lear. >Tis ftrange, that they fliould fo depart from 
And net fend back my meifenger. [home, 

Gent. As I learn 'd, 
The night before there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, Noble matter ! 

Lear. Ha I mak'ft thou thy ihame thy paftimc ? 

Kent. No, my Lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel garters ; horfes are ty*d 
by the heads, dogs and bears by th' neck, monkeys by 
th* loins, and men by th* legs ; when a man is over- la- 
fly at legs, then he wears wooden nether docks. 

Lear. What's he that hath fo much thy place miftook, 
To fet thee here i 

Kent It is both he and fhe, 
Your fon and daughter, 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay, 

Kent. I fay, Yea, 

Lear. By Jupiter, I fwear, No. 

Kent. By Juno, I fwear, Ay. 

Lear. 1 hey durft not do't. 
They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worfe than mur- 
To do upon refpecl * fuch violent outrage : C tncr , 

• RefpcBi for one in honourable employment. 
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Rcfolve me with all modeft * hafte, which way 
Thou might ft deferve, or they impofe this ufage, 



Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
1 -did commend your Highnefs' letters to them, 
Ere I was nfen from the place, that fhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came a reeking port, 
Stevr'd in hre hafte, half breathfleis, panting forth 
From <Sonerill his miftrefs falutation ; 
Deliver *d letters fpightof intermiffion, f 
Which prefently they read on whofe contents 
They fummon'd up their meinyf, ftrait took horfe; ' 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leifure of their ami'wer ; gave me cold looks ^ 
And meeting here the other meflenger, 
Whofe welceme-I perceiv'd had poiion'd mine; 
•(Being the very fellow which of late 
Difplayd fofaucily againft your Highnefs), 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew ; 
He rais'd the houfe with loud and coward cries : 
Your fon and daughter found this trefpais worth 
The fhame which here it fuffers . 

FooL Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geefe fly that 
Fathers that wear Tags, £way f 
Do make their children blind % 
But fathers that bear bags, 
Shall fee their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Ne'er turns the key to th' poor. 

But, for all this, thou (halt have as many dolours J fr jm 
Thy dear daughters, as*tbou canft tell in a year. 

Lear, Oh, how this mother fwells up tow'rd my 
Ryfterica paJfio> down, thou climbing foirow, [heart 
Thy element's below. Where is this daughter r 

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, hear within. 

Lear. Follow me not; ftay here. [£x/7. 

* Modeft, for rcafinablc. 

f Intermipon, for Another meflage which they had then Wore 
them, to coniiderof; called internajpott, becaufc it came bttwc.ii 
their leifure and the Stewaid's meflage. 

$ Mfeiny, i. e. people. 

U A quibble intended between dolours ztt&dotlars. 
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Gent. *Made you no more offence 
But what you fpeak of ? 
Kent. None. 

How chance the Kin* comes with fo fmalla number ? 

FooL An* thou hadft been fet i' th' ftocks for that que* 
ftion, thou'dft well deferved it. *. 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We ll fet tbeetofchool to an ant, to teach thee 
there's no lab'ring V th' winter. All that follow their 
tiofcs are led by their eyes, but blind men; and there's 
not a nofe among twenty* but can ftnell him that's (link- 
ing— Let go thy hold, when a great wheal rum down 
a hill, left it break thy neck with following it ; but the 
great one that goes upward, let it draw thee after. 
When a wife man gives thee better counfel, give me 
mine again ; I would have none but knaves follow it, 
fince a fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ferves for gain, 
And follows but for form, 
W- ill pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee.in the ftorm : 
But 1 will tarry, the fool will ftay, 
And let the wife man fly : 
The knave turns fool that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learn *d you this, fool ? 

FooL Not i' th' ftocks, fool. 
SCENE X. Enter Lear rfwi/Gk/fter. 

Lear.- Deny to fpeak with me ? they're fiek, they're 
weary, 

They have travelTd all the night ? mere fetches, 
The images * of revolt and flying off. 
Bring me a better anfwer- 

G/o. My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke : 
}low unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own courfe. 

Lear. Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confufion U*—» 
Fiery ? what fiery quality ? why, Glo'flcr, 
Td tyeak with the Duke of Cornwall and his wife. 

• images, for indkat'miu . 
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| Glo. Well, my Lord, I have informed them fo. 

i Lear. Inform 'd them ? doft thou underftand me, man ? 

Glo. Ay, my good Lord, 
j 1 ear. The King would fpeak with Cornwall, the dear 
Father 

Wou'd with his daughter fpeak ; commands her fervice! 
Arc they inform'd of this? — my breath and blood 1— 
" Fiery ? the fiery Duke ? tell the hot Duke, that— — 
14 No, but not yet ; may be he is not well ; 
" infirmity doth ftill negiecl: all office, 
" Whereto our health is bound ; we're not ourfelves, 
" When nature, being opprefs'd, commands the mind 
" To ftrffer with the body." I'll forbear ; 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos'd and ftckJy fit 
For the found man — Deathon my ftate ! but wherefore 
Should he fit here ? This acl perfaades me, 
That this.remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my fervant forth ; 
! Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd fpeak with them : 
j Now, prefently, — bid them come forth, and hear me, 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum, * 
Till it cry, Sleep to death. 
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you* \ExiK 
Lear. Oh me, my heart ! my rifiog heart ! but down* 
Fool. Cry to it, n uncle, as the cockney did to the 
eels, when lhe put them i' th' pafty alive ; (he rapp'd 
'em o' th' coxcombs with a • (lick, and cry'd, Down* 
wantons, down : 'twas her brother* that in pure kind* 
nefs to his horfe butter'd his hay. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glo'fter, and Servants. 

Lear . Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your Grace 1 [Kent // fet at liberty* 

keg. I am glad to fee your fjighnefs. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what reafon 
1 have to think fo ; if thou wert not glad, 
1 would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adult'refs. O, are you free ? [To Kent*. 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, 

D z 
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Thy Otter's naughe : ob Regan, (he hath tied 
w Slurp* tooth d unkindaefs like a vulture here *; 

[Points to bis heart. 
I can fcarce fpeak to thee ; thou'it not believe 
Vi ith how depravd a quality oh Regan ! ■■■ 

Reg I pray you, Sir take patience ; I have hope* 
You left know how to value her defert, 
Than Ihe to fcaafc her duty. 

Lear. Say? how is that ? «- 

Reg I cannot think my filler in the leaft 
"Would fail her obligation. If, perchance* 
Sbo have reftrain'd the riots of your followers, 
'lis on fuch ground, and to fuch. whoLe&me cad* 
As clears t ker from alt blame. 

Lear. My curfes on her I ■ 

&eg. O Sir, you are olJ, 
Nature in you Itands on the very verge 
Of her confine; you mould be rol'd and led . 
By fome difcretton, that diicerns your ftate 
Belter than you-yourfeli : therefore I pray yon, 
Th^it to.our filler you do make return ; 
Say, ymi have wrong'd her, Sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgivenels ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe? 
Dear daughter, I confefsthat I am old; [Kneeling* 
i*ge is uaneceffary : on my knees I beg, 
Th.it you'll voachfafe me raiment, bed, and food. 
. Reg Good S r, no more \ thefe arc uniightly tricks: 
Return you to my fitter. 

Lear. Never, Regan 
She hath abated me of half my train ; 
LookM black upon me; (truck me with her tongue^ 
Mod ferj>*efrHke, upon the very heart. 
All the ftor'd ven^eance.s of Heaven fall 
On her ingratejul top ! ftrike her young bones, 
You taking aiFS, with lamenefs ! — 

Corn. Fie., Sir! fie! 

Lear. Yqu nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
Into her fcornful cyest inftdt her beauty, [flames 
You fen-fuck d togs, drawn by the pow'rful Am. 
To fail, aad blaft her pride. 

• AUiwiipg to the fable of Froryohm*, 
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Reg. O the blefs'd gods ! 
So will jou wifti on me, when therafli wood 5s on. 

r * Lear. No, Regan, thou (halt never have my curfe r 
Thy tender> hefted nature fhall not give 
Thee o'er to harftineft ; her eyes are fierce, but thine- 
Do comfort, and not burn. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafttres, tacut off my train, 
To bandy hattr words, to fcant my (foes, 

! And, in conclufton, to oppofe the bolt 

| Againft my coming in. Thotr better know'ft 

I The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effcds of courteff , and dues of gratitude : 
Thy half o' th' kingdom thou halt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpofe. [Trumpets ivitbim- 
Lear. Who put my man i* th' docks? 

Enter Steward* « 
Corn. What trumpet's that f 

Reg. I know't, my filter's : this approves, her letter,, 
That (he would foon be here. Is your lady come ? 

Lear. This is a flave, whofe eafy-borrow'd * prider 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, fpom my fight. 

Corn. What means your Grace ? 

SCENE XU. Enter Gonerill. 

Lear. Who docked my fervant ? Regan, I'vegoodhop^ 
Thou didft not know on't. — Who comes her* ? 
©Heav'nsl 

If you do love old men, if your fweet fway 

Hallow obedience, if yourfelves are old, 

Make it your caufe ; fend dpwn, and take my part; 

Art not alham'd to look upon ^mroeard ! 

Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir ? how have I of~ 
Ail's not offence that indiscretion fines, [fended I 

And dotage terms fo. 

Lear. O fides, you are too tough ? 
Will you yet hold ? ■ ■ . How came my man i' th! 
ftocks I 

* fajj-borrewcd, for natural to him*. 
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Cor 7i. I fet him there, Sir : but his own:dWbrders» 
Deferv'd much lefs advance meat. . ' ; 

Lea**, You ?; did you ? • 

#<f*. I cray you, father, being weak, deem't.fo* 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and fojpurn with my fifter; 
Difmifting kalf your train, come then to me y 
I'm now from home, and out of that provifion- 
"Wh'ch (hall be needfui for your entertainment. 

Lear. Ruturn to her, and fifty men diimifs'd I 
No, rather l abjure all roofs, and ciiufe 
To wage againft the enmity- o' th' air ; 
To be a comrade with, the wl£ and owl, 

Necefiity's (harp pinch Return with her ? 

"Why, the. hot-blooded France, that dow'rlefs took: 
Our youngeft born, 1 could as- well be brought 
To knee h s throne, and fquire-like penfion beg, 

• To keep bale life a foot Return with her i 

Perfuade me rather to be. a ijayc, aad iuropter, 
To. this .deceited gr om^ 

Gon. At your choice, Sic 

Ifear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad j 
I will not trouble thee, my chill. Farewel ; 

We'll no more meet, no more fee one another ; 
«« But y»t thou art my flefli, my blood, my daughter**— 
" Or rather a, difeafe thats in my fleih,, 
«« Which I mu<i needs call mine ; thou art a bile, j 
" f* A; p'.ague-fore, or; »mbol&d carbuncle, 
«* In my.conupted blood ; but I'll not chide thee.. 

Let ihame coaie when it will, t do\iotcall it ; 
" 1 do not yd, the thunder* bearor ihoot, 
*« Nor tell tales pf tfcee t«|b»gh-Jadgipg Jove. 
" He^vl wj>$n thou, c^pft, be better at thy letture,, 
lean be patient, I cWRay with Jlegao ^ 
I and my hundred knights.. 

jRtg. Not altogether, lb ; : 
llock'd not for ypu yet, nor am provided ' 
For your fie welcome ; give car to. my fifter ; : 
For thofe phat mingle reafon with your paffian, 

Muft.be content to think yon old, and fo 

But Ihe knows what ihe does. 

&jr. is this well -fnokett?. 
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Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir, W ha t, fifty followers i 
Is it not well ? what {hould you need of more ? 
Yea,, or fo many I fince both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainft fo great a number : how in one lioufe 
Should many people under two commands 
Hold amity ? 'tis hard, aJmoft impoffible. 

Gon. Why might not you, ray Lord, receive attend'- 
From thofe that ihe caHs fervantsvor from mine ? [ance 

Reg. Why not, my Loud ? if then they chane'd to 
flack ye, 

"We could conuoul them. If you'll come to me,. 
(For now I fpy a danger,) I in treat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
"Wilt I give place or notice, 

Lear, 1 gave you all - ■- 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depofitaries p 
But kept a reservation to be fcllow'd 
With fuch a number ; muft I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you fo ? 

Reg And fpeak't again, my Lord, no more with me. 

Lean. Thofe wrinkled creatures yet do look well- 
favour 'd, 

When others are more wrinkled* Not being worft, 
Stands in fome rank of praife j 1 11 go with thee : 

[To Gonv 

Thy fifty yet doth double five and" twenty 1 

And thou hail twice her, love. > 

Gon. Hear me, my Lord, 
^hat need you ffve and twenty, ten, or Rve h 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Have a command to tend youjl 

Reg. What needs one ? 

Lear. " 0>reafon not the nelfh our bafeft beggars 
u Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous ; 
" Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
M Man's life is cheap as beads." Thou^art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, f 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which fcarcely keeps thee warm ; but for true need,-~ 
YouheaWns, give me that patience, which i need! 
u You fee me. here, you gods, a poor old man,. 
* Asifnll of grief as age ; wretched in both.! 
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" If it be ydu that ftir rhefe daughters' hearts 

" A gain U their father, fool me not To much 

" To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble auger y. 

«« O let not women s' weapons, water drops, 

" Stain my man Y cheeks. No, you uonat'rai hags*. 

" I will have fuch revenges on you both, 

«* That all the world {hall*——! will do fuch tilings, 

« What they are, yet I know not ; but tbejpftall be 

The terrors of the earth. You think Til weep/ • 

No, I'll cot weep* 1 have full cauie of weeping.— 

This heart mail' break iato a thoo&nd flaws 
Or ere 1 weep. CXfboi, 1 ihall go mad. 

[Exeunt Lear, Glo'fter, Kent, and Foot: 

SCENE' XIII. 

Corn. Let us withdraw* 'twill be a form. 

[Storm and ttmpeft. 

Reg. This houfe is little j the old man and his peopfc- 
Cannot be well beftow'd. 

Con. 'Tis his own blame hath put himfeif from rdk^ 
And muft needs taftc his folly. 

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly ; 
But not one follower. 

Gon m So am 1 pttrpos'd. 
Where is my JLond of Gk>*fter ? 

Enter Glo'fierw 

Corn. Follow'd the old man forth ; ■ ■ " he is re*- 

tunfd. 

Glo. The King is in high rage, and will I know not 
whither* 

Corn. 'Tis beft to givehim way, he leads himfctf, 

Gon- My Lord, intreat him by no means to- flay. 

Glo Alack, the night comes on ; and the high winds 
Do forely rufsle, for many miles about 
There's fcarce a bum, 

Reg. O Sir, to wilful men, 
The injuries that they, them t elves procure, 
Muft be their fchoolmaftcrs : fhut up your doors* 
He is-attended with a defpVate train ; 
And what they may incenfe him to, being apt 
To have* his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 
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Kent, and a Gentleman, fever ally* 
Kent. T T 7 HO's there, befides font weather ? 



VV Cent. One minded Hke the weather, mod 

unquiedy. 
Kent. I know you ; where 's the King ? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea, 
Or fwell the curled waters 'bove the main, 
That things might change or ceafe ; tears his white hair; 
[Which the impetuous blafts with eyetefs rage 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of} ; # 
Strives in his little world of man t* outfeora 
The to-and-fro-confli&ing wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn \ bear would couch. 
The lion, and the belly-pinched folk 
Keep tbejr fur dry ; un bonneted he runs* 
And bi Is what will, take all. 
Kent, But who is with him ? 
Gent, None but the- fool,, who labour* to outjtft 
His heart ftruck injuries. 

Kent* Sir, 1 do know you, 
And dare, upon the 'warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There's divifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd 
With mutual cunning) twixt Albany and Cornwall, % 

• Thcfe two lines in crotchets are fome player'* trafli. 
f i. e. whole dugs are drawn dry by its young, 

\ ■ 'twixt Albany and Cornwall : 

Who have (as who have not, whom their great ftars 
Throne an J fcr high !)s tenants, who feern no lefs; 
Which are to Fraace the fpies and fpcculations * 
Intelligent of our ftate. What ha' h lieen feeti, 
Ejthqr in, ihu& and packings of, the Dukes \ 



\Exeunt. 
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But true it is, from France there comes ft pe-wer 
Into this, fcathed kingdom ; who already. 
Wife in our negligence, have fecret feize 
In fome of our beft ports, and are at point 

To fhow their open banner. Now to you, 

If on tny credit you dare build fo far 

To make your fpeed to Dover, you (hall find 

Some that will thank you, making juft report 

Of how unnatural and bemadding forrow 

The King hath caufe to plain. 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding, 

And, from fome knowledge and affuranct of ypu, 

Offer this office. 

Gent. I'll talk further with you. 

Kent. No, 4o not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall, open this purfe, and take 
Waat it contains. If you ftull fee Cordelia, 
(As, fear not, but you Aall), (hew her that ring* 
And {he will tell you who this fellow is, 
That yet you do not know*, Fie on this form I 
1 will go feek the King. 

Cent* Give me your handy have you no more to fay ? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effecl, more than all yet ; 
That when we have found the King, (for which you take 
That way, I this), he that firft lights on him, 
Halloo the other. [Exeunt fever oily. 

SCENE II. Burnt foil. Enter Lear and Fool. , 

Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; rage, 
You cataracts, and hurricanes, fpout [blow I 

Till you have drench'd our fteeples, drown *d the cocks J 
You fulph'rous and thought-executing fires, 
[Vaunt couriers of oak-cleaving thunderbolts] ♦ * 
Singe my white. head. And thou, all fhaking thunder,. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' th* world ; 
Crack nature's mould, all germins fpill at once 

Or the hard rein, vPhich both of them have born 
Again ft the old kind king ; or fomething deeper, 
(Whereof, perchance, thefc are but iurmlhings— — ) 
But true it is, &c, 

• This line tbe player*' fj-uriotis iflue. 
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That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry houfe is 
better than the rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, 
in, and afk thy daughters' bkffiug : here's a night that 
pities neither wife men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, fpite fire, fpout rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters. 
I uz not you, you elements, with unkindnefs ; 
1 neTer ga*e you kingdom, call'd you children; 
You owe me no fiibfcription # . Then let fall 

Your horrible pleafure. Here I ftand, your brave ; 

A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old man ! 
But yet I call you fervile minifters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainft a head 
80 old and white as this. Oh ! oh ! 'tis foul. 

Foci. He that has a houfe to put's head in, has a 
good head-piece. 

The codpiece that will houfe before the head has any. 
The head and he (hall lowfe j fo beggars marry many. 
7 hat man that makes his toe what he his heart mould 
make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman, but (he made 
mouths in a glafs. 

SCENE III. To them> enter Kent. 

hear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience ; 
I will fay nothing. 
Kent. Who's there ? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a codpiece, that's a 
wifeman and a fool. 
Kent. Alas, Sir, are you here ? Things that love 
night, 

Love not fuch nights as thefe : the wrathful ikies 
Callow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves. Since I was man, 
Such (beets ot fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, 1 never 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
Th' affliction, nor the force. 

• ftibjcriptkn, for chedime. 
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Lear. " Let the great gods, 
«« That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
•« Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou wretch* 
«« That haft within thee undivuJ^ed crimes, 
«< Unwhipp'd of juftice ! Hide thee, thou bloody hand 5 
«« Thou perjure, and thou fimular of virtue, 
«« That art inceftuous ! caitiff, fhake to pieces, 
«« That under cover of convivial feeming, 

«' Haft pracVis'd on man's life ! Clofe pent-up guilts, 

" Rive your concealing continents and afk 

Thefe dreadful fummoners grace 1 — I am a man, 

More fmn*d againA, than finning, 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed? 
Gracious my Lord, bard by here k a hovel ; 
Some friendfhip will it lend you 'gainft the tempeft : 
Rcpofe you there, while 1 to this hard houfe 
(More hard than is the ftone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force 
Their fcanted courtefy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy. How doft, my boy ? art cold ? 
I'm cold myfelf. Where is the ftraw, my fellow I 
The art of our neceffities is ft range, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel : 
£oor fool and knave, I've one firing in my heart 
That's forry *yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has an a little tiny *vit 9 

With heigh ho 9 the wind and the rain, 
MuJI make content with his fortunes fit % 
Thpugh the rain it rainetb every day, 

Lear. True, my good boy : come bring us to this 
hovel. {Exit. 

Fool. *Tis a brave night to cool a courtezan. 
I'll fpeak a prophecy or two ere i go. 
. W hen priefts are more in words than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 
No heretics burnt, but wenches' fuitors ; 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee't, 
That going fhall be us'd with feet. 
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When every cafe in law is right, 
No Yquire in debt, and no peor knight : 
When Anders do not live in tongues, 
And cut-purfes come not to throngs; 
When ufurer's tell their gold i' th' field* 
And bauds and whores do churches build ; 
Then (hall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confufion. 

This prophecy Merlin (hall make* for I do live before 
his time. 

SCENE IV, An apart mini in Glower's cajilc. 
Enter Glo'fter and Edmund. 

CIo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatu- 
ral dealing. When t defir'd their leave that I might pity 
him, they took from me the ufe of mine own houfe ; 
charg'd me on pain of perpetual difpleafure, neither to 
fpeak of him, intreat for him, or any way iuitain him. 

Edm. Moft favage and unnatural ! 

Clo. Go to ; fay you nothing. There is divifion be- 
tween the Dukes, ana a worie matter than that. 1 have 
received a letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be fpoken. 
(I have lock' d the letter in my clofet). Theie lLjuries 
the King now bears, will be revenged home, i here 
is part of a power already footed ; we mutt incline to 
the King. 1 will look tor him, and privily relieve htm. 
Go you, and maintain talk with the Duke, that my cha- 
rity be not of him perceived, if he alk for me, 1 am 
ill, and gone to bed; if 1 die for it, as no lei's is 
threaten d me, the King my old matter mutt be relie* 
ved. There are ftrange things toward, Eumu:*d ; pray 
you, be careful. ^Exit. 

Edm. This courtefy forbid thee, lhall ihe Duke 
Inftantly know, and of that letter too 
This feems a fair delerving, and mult draw me 
That which my father loles ; no left than all. 
The younger riles, when the old doth fall. [Ex//e 
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SCENE V. 
•Changes to a part of the heath with a hovel. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent. Here is the place, my Lord ; good my Lord, 
The tyranny o' the open night" s too rough [enter. 
For nature to endure. [Storm JliJf, 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here 

Lear. Will't break my heart ? [enter. 

Kent, Td rather- break mine own; good my Lord, 

Lear, Thou think'ft Vis much, that this contentious 
invades us to the (kin ; fo 'tis to thee; [ftorm 
But where the greater malady is fije'd, 
The leffcr is fcarce felt. Thou'dft flmn a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring Tea, 
Thou'dft meet the bear i r th* mouth. \y hen. the, min4V. 
The body's delicate ; the tempeft inmj -mind Lfree, 
Doth from my fenfes take all feeling elfe, 
Save what heats there. Filial ingratitude I 
Is it not, as this mouth mould tear this hand 

For lifting food to't ? " But HI puni(b \\ogo$ ; 

" No, I will weep no more - — —In fucft a nigh$, 

*• To (but me out ! pour on, I will en^urp* 

«• In fuch a night as this I O Regan, Gonerill, 

*• Your old kind father, wjiofe frank heart, gave all— 

«« O that way madnefs lies ; let me fyim, that; 

*' No more of that — 

Kent, Good my Lord, enter here, 

Lear. Pr'ythee go in thy (elf, feek thin, own eafe 
«« This tempeft will not give me leave, to ppppW. 
" On things would hurt me more — but in j" 
In, boy, go fir$. You houfclefs poverty j r 

Nay, get thee in ; I'll pray, and, then I'll fleep ~ 

[Exit Fool*. 

Poor naked wretches, wherefo'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitilefs ftoroj 1 
How (hall your houfelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your loopM and window'd raggednefs, defend you 

From fcafons fuch as thefe ? — . «« O I have ta'cji 

«« Too little care of this! take phyfic, Pomp; 
49 Expofe thyfelf to feel what wretches feel, 
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" That thou may'ft (hake the fuperflux to them, 

" Andlbew the heavens more jult." . £poor Tom. 

E'Ig. fathom and haff, fathom and half ! 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a fpirit ; help 
me, help me. [The Fool rkns out from the bovet* 

Kent. Give m€ thy hand, who's there ? 

F oel. A fpirit, a fpirit ; he fays his name's poor Ton*, 

Kent* What art thou that doft grumble there i' tW 
ftraw ? come forth, 

SCENE Vi. 

Enter fedgar, difguud lih a madman* 

tdg. A Way! the foul fiend follow* 'me. Through 
Ate lharp hawthorn blows the cold wind/ Humph, go 
to thy bed, and warm thee. 

Itar. Didft thou give all to thy daughters-? and art 
Aon cbme to this ? 

E#g. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the 
foul fiend hath fed,rnr6ugh fire arid through fUme, 
sh'rough ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire \ 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
ftfc pew ; let ratfbane by his porridge, made him proud 
4f heart to ride on a baj trotting horfe over four-inch'cf 
&Wge$, to cottrfe his 6wn madow for a traitor, — blefs 
thy fivfc wits ; Tom 1 * a-cold. 6 do, de, do, de, do, 
d^;—*- -bleft thee from whirlwinds, ftar-blafting, and 
HEkm£; do poor Tom fome charity, whom the foul- 
fiend vetds. There could I have -him now, and there, 
ind here Again, and there \Storm ftilL. 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this 
p aft ? 

Cottld'ft thou fave nothing ? didft thou give 'em all ? 

Fool. Nay 1 ; he referv'd a blanker, elfe we had been? 
afllfhamed. 

Lear. NoW ill the plagues tha*t in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er mens' faults, light on thy daughters t 

Kent. He hith no daughter*, Sir. 

Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have fubdu'd^ 
To fuch a Ibwflefs but his Unkind daughters, [naturae 
Is it the fafliion that difcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flcflxii 
Ex 
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Judicious pnnifhment ! 'twas this fkfh begot 
Thofe peh'can daughters. 

Edg, Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo* 
loo, loo ! 

Fool, This cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg, Take heed o' th' foul fiend ; obey thy parents ; 
keep thy word juftfy ; fwear not ; commit not with 
■Ban's fworn fpoufc ; fet not thy fweet heart on proud 
array. Tom's a cold. 

lear % What haft thou been ? 

Edg. A ferving man, proud in heart and mind; that 
cui I'd mf hair, wore gloves in wj cap, ferv'd the luft 
of my miftrefs's heart, and did the acl of darknefs with 
her : f wore as many oaths as 1 fpake words, and broke 
them m the fweet face of heav'n. One that flept in the 
contriving luft, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd I deep- 
ly ; dice dearly ; and in woman, out -par amour 'd the 
Turk. FaJfe of heart, light of ear*, bloody of hand ; 
hog in ftotb, fox in fteahh, wolf in greed iceis, dog ia 
roadnefs, lion in prey. Let not the, creaking of flioes» 
nor the ruflling of filks, betray thy poor heart to wo- 
rn nn. Keen thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of 
plackets, tby pen from lenders* books, and defie the 
foul fiend. Still through the hawthorn blows the cold 
wind : fays fuum, mun, nonny, dolphin my boy, boy, 
SefTey : let him trot by* [Storm JiiU. 

Lear, Thou wen better, in thy grave, than to anfwer 
with thy uncoverM body this extremity of the ikies, 
«' Is man no more than this ? confider him well. Thou 
*• ow'ft the worm no filk, the beall no hide, the (heep 
*« no wool, the cat no perfume. Ha ! here's three of 
•« us are fophifticated. Thou art the thing itfelf ; un- 
«« accommodated man is no more but fuch a poor, bare, 
'« forked animafas thou art. Off, off, you tendings; 
«« come unbutton here. [Tearing off bis cloatbs* 

Tool, Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty 
night to fwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher 's heart, a fmall fpark, and all the*reft 
c&'s body cold ; look, here comes a walking fire. 
" Edg, 1 his is the foul Flibbertigibbet j he. begins, at 

* i. €» credulouv 
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cnrfcw, and walks tifl the firft cock ; he gfvef the -web 
smd the pin, fquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature** 
ok the earth. v 

Saint JVsthrtld footed thrice the ivold ; 
He met the night-mare, and her name told, 
Bid her alight , and her troth plight* 
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee right'. 

Kent. How fares your Grate ? 

S G E N E VII. 

EMer Glo'fier, ninth a torch. . 

tear. Ttftiaf s he; > 

Kent. Who's there ? what is'i you feek ? 

Gibi What are you tliere ? your names ? 

Edg. Poof Tom, that eats the fwlaj'coing frog, the? 
toad, the tod -pole; the wall-newt, and the water- 
tfewt ; that in the fiify of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for fallets ; fwallows the old rat; 
and the ditch dog ; drinks the green mantle of the 
ftanding-poot ; who is whipp'd from ty thing to tjditog, 
and ftock-punifh'd, and jmprifon'd : yrho hatli had 
ihree fuks" to his back, tlx (hirtt to his body ; horfc to 
ride, and weapon to wear ; 

But mice, and rats, and fuch fmali geer: 
Have heen Tom'j food for feven long year. • 

Beware hiy folldwer.- Peace, Smdlkm, peace, thou' 
fiend! t 

Glo- What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg, The* Prince of darkdefs is a gentleman ; Mod* 
he's calPd, and Mahu. 

Glo Our flelh and blood, ray Lord, is -grown To Vile, 
That it doth hate- what gets it. 

Edg. Tom's a-cold. 

Gio. G6 in with me ; my duty cannot fuffer 
Tobey in aU your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hoIU upon you % . 
Ytt have 1 vcatur'd to<otne feek you out, 
E3 
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And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Firft let m« talk with this- phifofbpher. 
TV hat is the caufe of thunder * 

Kent My good Lord, take hts offer* 
Go into th* houle, 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this fame learned Thcban^ 
"What is your ft»:dy ? 

Edg How ro prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. - 

Lear. Let afk you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord ; 
His wits begin t* un fettle, * 

Clo. Can'ft thou blame him I . [Storm fiilK 

His daughters leek his death. Ah, that good Kent ! 

He laid it would be thus; poor bani(h'd man ! . 

Thou fay 'ft the King grows mad ; I'll tejl thee, friend*, 

I'm almoft mad myfelf ; I had a fon, 

Now outlaw d from my blood he fought my life 

But lately, very late i \ h v'd him. friend, 

ISo father his fon dearer : true to tell thee, 

The grief bath craz'd my wits. What a night's thist 

I do befeech your Grace.. 

Lear O cry you mercy, Sir * 
Noble philoiopber, y» ur company. 

E%* Tom's a-cold. 

Clo. In, fellow, into th' hovel \ keep thee warm. 

Lear. Come, let's in a If. 

Kent. This way, my Lord,. 

Lear. With him ; 
1 will keep (till with my philofopher. 
, , Kent. Good my Lprd, foQth him let him tale the 
fellow. 

CJp. Take him you on*, 

'Kent* Sirrah, come on ; along with us. 

Lear Come, good Athenian. 

Clo* No words, ao words, huflu 

Edg . Child Rowland * to the dark tower came ^ 

* To the eW lime* of chivalry^ the noble youth who were candi* 
-dates fot knighthoods during tie feafen of their probation, were 
tailed Itifans, Variety Diamyjth t BacbeLcrs. The mcft noble of 
the youth pfertkuhrhp, Injuns'. Hete a ftory \i toH, in fomc oM 
fealiadv of ; he famous he o and gfcm killer Ro'and* before he was 
knighted, who v*. therefore called infant.; which. th* baliad,>maket 
twined, Child Roland* * ' 
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Bis word was flill^ Fie 9 fob, and fum 9 

lfmell the blood of a Briiijb man. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VIII. Changer to Gto*fterV<r*yW* 

Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 

Corn. I will have revenge ere I depart his boufe. 
Edm. How, my Lord, 1 may be cenfur'd that nature' 
thus gives way to loyalty ; fomething fears me to think 

cf . 

Corn. I now perceive it was not altogether your bro* 
ther's evil 1 disposition made him feek his death ; but a 
pfovoking merit,, fet a-work by a ceprovable badnefs ; 
inhimfelf. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft re- 
pent to be juft \ This is the letter which he fpoke of ; 
which approves him aa intelligent party to the advanta- 
ges of France. Oh heavens ! that this treafon were 
not ; or not I the detector r 

Corn. Go with me to the Dutchefs. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you< 
have mighty bufineis in hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Glo*- 
fter : feek out where thy father is, that he may- be 
ready for our apprehenfion. 

Edm. If i find htm comforting the King, it will fluff 

hisfufpicion more fully Zdjide.] I will perfevere in** 

my courfe of loyalty, though the* conflict be fore be- 
tween that and my blood. [Aloud* 

Corn, i will lay truit upon- thee, and thou fhalt find 
a dearer father in my love* [Exeunti 

SCENE IX.. A' chamber in a farm-boufe* 

Enter Kent and Gh/fter- 

Gh+ Here is better than the open air, take it thank* 
folly : I will piece out the comfort with what addition 
lean ; I will notbe long jrom you. [JExiti 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his. 
impatience : the gods reward your kindnefs ! 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and FooL 

Edg. Fratcrreto calls me^ and* tcBs me,* Nero is- air 
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angler m the ; lake of darknefs : pray innocent; and be- 
ware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman* 
be a ^etHleffmri or a yeoman ? 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he's 1 a yeoman that has a gentleman to his- 
fon : for he's a mad yeoman that fees bis fan a* gentle- 
man before hhn. 

Lear. To have a*thoufand with' redf bornmg^fpits 
Come hizzing in upon 'em 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 
. Fooi. He's mad thai trufts in the tameneis of a wolf, , 
the heels of a horfey the love of a boy, or the oath of- 
a whore. 

Lear. It dial! be done, I will arraign 'em (Wait. 
Gome, fit thou here, raoft learned juftlcer; [Td the Fool; - 

Thou fapient Sir, fit here-— -now, ye fhe-fojees ! 

[To Edgar.. 

Edg. Look where (he (lands and glares. Wanted- 
At trial, Madam ? £thoa eyes * 

Conre o'-er the brown; Bejfy, to me. 
Fool. Her 'boat hath a leak; andjloe muft not f peak 

Why' /he dares not come over to thee 
Edg. The foul fynd haunts poor Tom in the vbice of 
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two * 
white herrings. Croak not, black, angel, I have 1 no 
food for thee. 

Kent, How do you; Sir I ftand ybtr not fo amat'd ; 
"Will you lie down and reft upon the cnfliions ? 

Lear, Til fe*e their trial firft, bring me hi the evi- 
Thou robed man of juftice, take thy place; [dence.-- 
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity, [too. 
fcendh by his frcfe. You are o > th* commiffiori, fit you>: 
Edg. Let us deal jtfftly. ■ v 
Sleepejl or wakejl thou, jolly Jhepherd ? , 

Thy Jheep be in the corn ; 
dndfor one blafi of thy minikin mou th, 
Thy Jheep /hall take no harm. ~ 
riirreV tne cat, is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firft, 'tis Gonerill. There take 
my oath before this honourable affcitibly, (he kick'd 
the poor King her father. 
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Fool. Come hither, Miftrefs. Is your name Gonerill t 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, \ took you for a joint- ftool. 

Lear. And here's another, whofe warpt looks proclaim 
What ftore her heart is made of* Stop her there ; 

Arms, arms, fword, fire, r corruption in the place ! 

Falfe jutficer, why had thou let her 'fcape r* 

Edg Bleis thy five wits. 

Keti^ O pity ! Sir, where is the patience now 
That you fo oft have boaftdd to retain ? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much, 
They mar my counterfeiting. ^AJide* 

Lear. The -little dogs and all,/ 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, fee, they bark at me— 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them; avaunt, you 
Be thy mouth or black or white, [curs I 

Tooth that poifons if it bite ; 
Maftiff, grey hound, mongrel grim* 
Hound or fpaniel, brache, or hym ; 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle tail, 
Tom will majte him weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs ieap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do, de, de, de : Sefley, come, march to wakes and 
And market towns ; poor Tom, thy horn is dry. [fairs, 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan— fee wha« 
breeds about her hear t ■ ■ Is there any caufe in- nature 
that makes thele hard hearts? << You, Sir, I entertain 
" for one of my hundred ; only I do not like the fa-^ 
" fhion of your garments. You will fay they are Per* 
'< nan j but let them be chang'd* 

Re-enter Glo'fter. 

Kent. Now, good my Lord, lie here and reft a while. 
Lean Make no noife, make no noife, draw the cur- 
So, fo, we'll go to fupper P th' morning. [tains ; 
Fool And I'll go to bed *t noon. 
Glo. Come hither, friend. Where is the King, my 
matter ? 

Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not ; his wits are 
gone. 

Qk. Good friend, 1 pr'ythee, take him in thy arms ; 
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i have overheard a plot of death upon Mm : 

There is a litter ready, lay him in't, 

And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thoO (hilt meet 

Both' welcome and protection. Take tip thy inaftfcr. 

if thou (hduld'ft daily bait an hour, his We, 

With thine, and all that offer to defend htft, 

Stand in aflured lofs Take up, take op, 

.And follow me, that will to fOOBfe provifioft 

Give thee quick conduct. 

Ken}. OpprefsM nature fleeps : 
This reft might vet have batoacl thy brotatn fthle^ 
Whfcty if conveniency wlH not allow, 
Stand in hard cure. Gome* htfp to bear thy tnaftet ; 
Thpu mult riot flay behind* [To F&6T. 

Clo. Come, comet kwajr. I Ext. betirkig tftb* King* 

Manet Edgar, 

Edg. When we mt betters fot bearing tfdf wefej, 
We fcarcely think oor jnifcrirt ottr foe^. 
Who alone fuffers, fufferirmoft \> tft' mirid? 
Leaving free * things and happy ffcowi behihd't 
But then the mind mdeh fuff Vance doe* bVrtitip', 
When grief hath mates, and bearing FeAowftrip. 
Bow K§ht and Jwjrtable tny pain feems rtow, 
When that which make* mt fcend, thaWei the Kffc& 
He chtlctei, «t I fettftrM !— — Tdth, awfty \ P*>w * 
Mark the high npifei, arid thyieff btwi»ayf , • ^ • — 
Wh»a*faJfc opinion^ whole wrorig thought tftfiiefcUke, 
In thy juft proof repeals* *nd reconciles thetf. 
WhatwU^hapHDOfC-td night-; lkfc^pfe the King ! 
Liulc, lurk. / ££xif/ Edgar. 

SCENE X. CBknp* to Glo\1erV cajilc. 

Etilfr Cdhn«&$ Regan, fcontrill; Bdmufltf, *h#Scr-~ 

Horn: Poft fpeedily to my Lord your hufband, Ihew. 
* • free, for Mijlurbfd. 

f Between this, and thd following jwtirds, io&eib'ng is wanting, 
v&ich n^afces the following words unconnected and obfeure* and thefc, 
unintelligible, as being oniy the beginning of a fwiitencc% 
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him this letter ; the. army of France is landed ; feek out 

, the traitor o Jo'ftes. t 
Reg. Hang him inftantly. 
Con. Pluck qu$ his ejceSk 

Corn. Leave him to my difjpleafure. Edmund, keep 
you our fitter company. ; the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traiterous father, arc' not fit for your be- 
holding. 44vt& the Duke, where you are going, to a 
moft feftinafce preparation ; Mt ace bound- to thd like. 
Oarpofts {hall bk fwift, and intelligent betwixt us, 
Farewel, dear fitter ; Jar€well,'my Lord of Glo$e% 

Enter Steward. 

How now ? wberVi the King ? % 

Stew. My Lord^of Glo'fter hath convey'd him hence., 
S$ne five or fix and thirty of hi& Knights, 
Hot queft rifts after him, met him at gate ; 
Who with fome other of t|ie Lord's dependents* 
Are gone with him. tow >d Dover ; where they bo t aft 
To have well-armed. friends. 

Com. Get horfes for your nwftrefs* 

Con. Farewel, fweet Lord, and filler. 

[Exeunt Gonerill and Edmund. 

Corn. F.dmuno\ farewel — Go feek the traitor 
Glo'fter ; [To the Servant)* 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life 
Without the form of juftice ; yet our pow'r 
Stall do a court* fy . to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Glower, brought ,ia bj Servants. 

Who's there? the traitor? 
Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 
Corn. Bind faft his corky arms. 
do. What mean your Graces? Goo4 tnj friends, 
confide* 

Yoa are my g^elfo : do n&e qo foaiJl play, frieads. 
dm. Blpd Wtn, I fay. \T key bind him* 
Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor ! 
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Ch. Unmerciful lady as 700 are ! I'm none. 

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou (halt 
find 

Glo. By the kind gods • 'tis moft ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a traitor I 

Clo Naughty lady, 
Thefe hair* which thou do ft ravifh from my chin, 
Will quicken and accufc thee ; I'm yqur heft ; 
With robbers* hands, my hofpitable favour 
You.fiiould not ruffle thus. What witl you do ? 

Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Reg. Be fimple anfwerM, lor we know the truth. 

Com. And what confederacy have you with the t rat- 
Late footed in the kingdom ? £tors 

Reg. To whofe hands 
Have you fent the lunatic King ? fpeak. 

Glo. I have a letter gueffiogly fct down, 
Which came from one that's ot a neutral heart* 
And not from one oppos'd* 

Cirn. Cunning. 

Reg. And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Clo. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Waft thou not charg'd, at peril ■ 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? let him firftanfwer that. 

Clo. 1 am ty'd to th* ftake, and I muft ftand the 

Reg Wherefore to Dover ? [coarfe* 

Glo. Beca,ufe I would not fee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes, nor thy fierce fitter 
In his anointed flefh ftick boarilh p hangs. 
The fea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare head 
In hell*black night endur'd, would have botl'd up, 
And quench'd the ftelled fires ; 
Yet poor old heart, he help'd the heav'ns to raint 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ftern time, 
Thou fhould'ft have (aid, M Go, porter, turn the key; 

* We are not to undertiand by this the gods in general, who are 
beneficent and kind to men, but that particular ipecics of them cit» 
led by-the ancients, D'n bo/pitaUs, kj*dgo4$ % 
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AH cruelsclfe fubfcrib'd * ; but I (hall fee 
The winged vengeance overtake fuch children. 

Corn. See't (halt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. 
Upon thefe eyes of thine Til fct my foot. 

[Glo'fter is held down, while Cornwall treads 
out one of hh eyes* 

Gh. He that wlfl think to live till he be old, 
Give me (bene help. O cruel ! O you Gods 1 

Reg. One fide will mock another ; th' other too. 

Corn. If you fee vengeance 

Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord: 
Vvc ferv*d you ever fince 1 was a child • 
But better iervice have I never done you # 
Than now to bid you hold, 

Reg. How now, you dog i 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd fbake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? 

Corn. My villain? 

Serv. Nay then come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 

[Fight \ inthe fcuffleCortivrM is wounded. 
Rig. Give me thy fword. A peafant ftaiid up thus ? 

[Kills him, 

Serv. Oh, I amflain — my Lord, you have one eye left 
To fee feme mifchief on him. Oh [Dies: 

Gorn. Left it fee more, prevent it; out, vile gelly : 
Where is thy luftre now ? [Treads the other out. 

G fc All dark and comfortlefs Where's my ion 

Edmund, inkindle all the fparks of nature [Edmund ? 
To quit this horrid a&. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 
Thou calPft on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overtures of thy treafons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Clo. O my follies 1 
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, and profper him ! 

Reg. Go thruft him out 
At th' gates, and let him fmell his way to Dover. 

w _ _ . [Exit with Qio'Qtf. 

How is t, my Lord, how look you ? 

* fitftrM. hrJbfltnV. 
Vot. VI. f F 
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Corn. I have reeciv'd a hurt ; fpllow tne, Lady y . .^ 
Turn out that ey clefs villain j throw this flavc 
Upon the dunghill.—— Regan, I bleed apace* 
Untimely cooks this hurt, Give me you** arni. 

[Exit Corn, led by Regan. 

ijl Serv % I'll new care what wickednefe I 4o, 
if this man come to good* 

2d &erv.. tf (he live long, 
And, in the end, meet the old courfc of deaAh, 
Women will all turn caonfters. 

ifi Serv. Let 1 ! follow the old Karl, and get the bed- 
lam 

To lead him where he wouh) ; his roguilji tnacjoeis . 
Allows itfelf to any thing. 

2d Serv. Go thou ; I'll fetch fepo* fla* an4 whites of 
eggs 

T* apply to's bleeding face. Now # Heav'n h^P 1 

\E>xeuntfeycr*llj. 



ACT IV. S C $ H S U 

jfn open country* 

Enter Edgar. 

"TTET better thus, and known tp be contemjiM, 
Y Than ftill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worft, 
The loweft, mpft dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands Gill in efperance; lives not in fear. 
The lamentable change is from the beft : 
The worfl returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unfubftantial air, that I embrace ! 
The wretch that thou haft blown unto the worft, 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 

Enter Glo'fter, led mn old man. 

But who comes here ? 

My father poorly led ? World, world, O world ! 
But that thy ft range mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to • age. 

• Tula to, fignifics no more than give way to t fittk under, in oppo- 
sition to iheJh^Hf^ with, tearing uf agtmjl^h* infirmities of age* 
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m Old Man. O my good Lord, I have been your tc- 
/ nant, and your father's tenant; thefe fburfcore year*. 
Gh. Away, get thee away : good friend, be gone ; 
Thy oo cq forts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Man. You cannot fee your way. 
Gh. 1 have no way, and therefore want no eyes : 
I (tumbled when I faw. Full oft 'tis feen, 
Our mean * fecures us ; and.our mere defeds 
Prove our commodities. ■ ■ O dear Ton Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed father's wrath ; 
- Might I bat live to fee thee in my touch, 
I*d fey i had eyes again ! 
Old Man. How now; who's there ? 

° g°^s! who ts't can fay, I'm at the worfl I 
Vm worfe than e'er I was. 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 
Edg. And worfe I may be yet: the worft is not, 
So long as we can fay, This is the worft • 
Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ? 
Gh. Is it a beggar-man ? 
Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 
Gh. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg* 

V th' lafl night's ftorm I fuch a fellow faw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm. My fon 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 

Was then fcarce friends with him. I've heard more 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to th' gods ; [fiace, 
They kill us for their fport. 

Edg. How fbonld this be ? 
Bad is the trade nraft play the fool to forrow, 
Arifc'flnng itfelf and others. Blefs thee, matter. 

Glo. Is that the naked feflow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 

Glo. Get thee away. If, for my fake, 
Thou wilt overtake us hence a mile or twain. 

V th* way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love ? 
And bring ibxnc covering for this naked foul, 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Ataek, Sir, he is mad- [blind. 
Gh. 'Tfcth* time's plague, when madmen lead the 
Do as I bid, or rather do thy pleafcrt; 
• u c. moderate, mediocre condition* 
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Above tie reft, begone, 

QU Man. I'll bring hint the beft 'pare! that I havc» 
Come on't what wili. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a cold; — I cannot daub • it further. 
Glo. Comt hither, leltow. 

Edg. And yet I muft. V4fi^* 
B!efs thy fweet eyes, they bleed, 

Glo. Know'ft thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both ftile- and gate, horfc-way and foot path. 
Poor Tom hath been fcar'd out of his good wits. Blefi 
thee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends have 
beta in poof Tom at once ; of luft, as Obidicut ; Hob- 
bididen, prince of dumbnefs ; Mahu, of ftealing; 
frlobu, of murder ; and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping 
and mowing ; who fince pofTehas chamber-maids, ana 
waiting- women. 

Glo. Tie re, take ibis purl©, thou whom the heavea** 
plagues 

J lave humbled to all ftrokes. That I am wretched^ 
Makes ihce the happier : heavens deal fo ftill I 
Let the ftipcrfluousf and luft-dieted man, 
7 hat braves your ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaule he dees not feel, feel your power quickly: 
60 difhibution fliould undoexcefs, 
Aud each man have enough. Doll thou know Dover t 
Edg. Ay, matter. 

Glo. There's a cliff, whofe high and bending head 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And 1*11 repair the mifery thou do'ft bear, 
With fomething rich about me : from that place 
I fhall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm.? 
Poor Tom ihall lead tbc«. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. The Duke of Alban/ s palace. 

Enter Gonerill */7</ Edmund. 
Gon. Welcome, my Lord. I marvel our mild huf- 
Not met us ou the way. [band 

• Li. difguife. 

f fupttfiutm is here ufed for om iving mafandanct* 
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| Entir Stcmmrd. 

5 J Now, whtere's your matter ? 

«SVw. Madam, within; but never man fb chang*d. 
Ttold him of Ac army that was landed : 
He fmifd at it. I told him you were coming ; 
Hisanfwer was. Theworfe. of Glo'fter's treachery, . 
And of the loyal fervrce of Ms fon, 
When I raform'd him, then he call'd me fet ; 
And told me, I had ttxra'd the wrong fide out* 
What moft he mould difttke, feems pleafant to him, 
What like, offenfive. 

Gon. Then fhall yon go no farther. C?VEdm, 
It is the cowifh terror of nk fpirit; 
That dares not undertake ; hell not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an anfwer; our wiihes on the way 
May prove efreds. Back, Edmund, to my brother j 
Haften his mufrers, and conduct his powers. 
1 nmft change arms at home, and give the diftaff 
Into my hofband's hands. Tkis truftv fervant 
Shall pais between us ; you ere long fhall hear, 
If you dare venture fn your own behalf, 
A miftrefs's command* Wear this, [Gives him a ring^ 

Ipare fyreth, 
Decline your head. This kifs,' if ft durft fpeak* 
Would ftretch thy fpirits up into the air. 
Conceive, and fare thee welh 

Edvt. Your's in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My moft dear Glo'fter ! [2?x*7 Edmund: 

Oh, the ftrange diftrence of man and man 1 
To thee a woman's fer vices are due, 
My fool uiurps my body. 

Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord.' . 

Enter Albany^ 

Gon. I have been worth the whittle, \ 

Alb. Oh GoneriU, 
You are not worth the duft which the rude -wind 

Mows in your face. 1 fear your difpofition* 

That nature which contemns its origin, 
Cannot be border'd certain * in itfeYf ; 
She that herfelf wilt diver and difbranch 

' certain, for within tb< hounds that nature fufcrihei* 
F. 3 , • 
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From Her material fap, perforce n»ft wither* 
And come to deadly ufe. 

Con. No more ; 'tis fool i flu 

Alb. Wifdom and goodnefs ta tie vHcfeem vile. 
Filths favour but themfelves — *»What have you done £ 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you perfbtm'd I 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Mod barb'rous, moft degenerate, have you madded*. 
Cou'd my good brother fuffer you to do it* 
A man,, a prince by him fo benefited? 
If that the heav'ns do not their vifible fpiwts 
Send quickly down, to tame the vile offences*. 
Humanity muft perforce prey on itfelf*. 
Like monfters of the deep* 

Can. Milk-liver'd man ! 
That bear'ft a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs 
Who haft not in thy brows an eye difcerning 
Thine honour, from thy. fuffcring : that not know'ft 
Fools do thofe villains pity, who are puniih'd 
Ere they have done their mifchief. Where's thy drum £ 
France fpreads his banners in our noifelefs land* - 
"With plumed helm the flayer begins his threats 
WhiJft thou, a moral fool, (it'll (till, and cry'ft, 
•• AlackJ. why docs he fo ? " ■ ■ 

Alb. See thyfelf, devil. 
Proper deformity feems not in the. fiend: 
So horrid as in woman. 

Can. O vain fool r 
* Alb. Thouchang'd and feJf-converted thing! For 
Be-monfter not thy feature- Were't my fitnefs jjChame*. 
To let thefe hands obey my [ boiling 1 blood, 
They're apt enough to diflocate and tear. 

Thy flefh and bones. Howe'er thou art a ficnd^ 

A woman's (hape doth ihiel<J thee,— • 

Con. Marry, your manhood now 

Enter Mejfenger. 

Mcjf. Oh, my good Lord* the Duke of Cornwall** 
Slain by his iervant, going to put out (\iead,. 
'I he other eye of Gio'fter.. 

Alb. Glo' Iter's eyes ! 

Mejf. A fervanuhat he bred; thrilTd with remorfe* 
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Oppos'd againft the ac>, bending his fword 
To his greac matter : who thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongft them fellM him dead ; 
Bat not without that harmful ftroke which fiace 
Hath plack'd him after. 

Alb. This (hews you are above, 
You juftices, that thefe our nether crimes 
So fpeedily can venge* But O poor Gio'fter \ 
Loft he his other eye ? 

Mef. Both, both, my Lord. 
This letter, Madam, craves a fpeedy anfwer. 
'Tis from your fitter. 

Gpn. One way, I like this well ; 
•But being widow, and my Glo tter with her/ 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hatefur life. Another way 
The news is not fo tart. I'll read and anfwer. [£*/#• 

Alb. Where was bis fon when they did take his eyes t 

Meff. Gome with my lady hither. 

Alb. He's not here* 

Mejf, No, my good Lord, I met him back again*. k 
Alb. Knows he the wickedneft ? 
Mejf m Ay, my good Lord; 'twas he infbrm'd agaraft 
him, 

And quit the houfc of purpofe that their puniihmeat 
Might have the freer courfe. 

Alb. Glo'tter 1 live 
To thank thee for the love thou (bew'dfr the King r 
And to revengethine eyes. Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou know'ft* [Exeunh 

SCENE III, Dover. 
Enter Kent, and a. Gentleman. 

Kent . The King of Prance fo fuddcnly gone back I * 
Know you theTeafon f 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the ttate, 
% Which fince his coming forth is thought of, which 
Itaport* the kingdom fo much fear and danger, 
That his return was moft required and necettary. 

Kent. Whom bath he left behind him General ? 

Qtnt., The Marefchal of France, Monfieur le Fat* 
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Kent. Did your letters pierce the Qgeea to. toy dLmZ 
rnonftration of grief I 

Genu Ay, Sir, die look 'em, read 'em in my prefeac*^ 
And now and then aa ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it feem'd (he was a queen 
Over her pafftpn, which, mod rebel-like,. 
Sought to be kiagVer her. 

Kfint. O then ttmov'd her.- 

Genu But not to rage. " Patience and fbrrow (trove 
" Which fhould ezprefs her goodlieft. You hare feen 
" Sunftiine and ram at once— her fmiies and tears 
" Were Kkea wetter May. Thole happy fmiies 
«« That play*d on her ripe hp, feem'd not to know 
«' What gueits were in her eyes; which parted thence, 
" As pearls from diamonds drop:.— In brief, , 
Sorrow would be a rarity mod bclov'd* 
If all could fo become 

Kent . Made the ao verbal queft ? 

Gent. Yes, once or twice, the beav'd the name- of 
Pantingly forth, as if it prefs'd her heart. [father 
Gry'd, Sifter^! fitters !— «hame of ladies i fifters i 
Kent 1 father ! fitters ! what? V th' ftorm I V Of night ? 
L*t «tjr ne'e* betitve it ! — there (1*3 ftiook 
The noly water from her heav'nly eyes ; 
Aad daiiwar-mtfSon'd, thea away flu liar ted. 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the ftars* 

The 4art above us, govern our conditions i 
Blfe of>e felf-mave • and mate could not beget 
$*db dUPrent iflucs. §poke you with her fiace ? 

6k»r. No. 

AT*»/. Was this before the King retutn'd J 

No, fince.- 

Kent. Well, Sir • the poor diftrefled Lear's in town : 
Who foBtetimei, m his better tune* remembers . 
What we are come about; and by no means 
JVill yield to lee &s4»ughter. 

Gent. Why, good Sir ? 

Kent. A fov'reigaihame fo bows him : Jiis uakmdfteis* 
That ftript her from his beaed&tien, tura'd her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 

? fetf* fot fetf fame, u t. one mate the fctf-jkme whhthe eiatf. 
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To his dog-hearted daughters ; thefe things fling him 
So venomoufly, that burning (name detains him 
From his Cordelia, 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's pow'rs you heard 
not? 

Cent. *Tis faid they are a-foot. 

Kent. Well, Sir, I'll bring you to our matter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear # caufc 
"Will in concealment wrap me up a while. 
When 1 am known aright, yoa (hall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. Pray, along with me* 

[Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. A tamp. 

Enter Cordelia, Pbyjieian % and Soldiers. 

C§r. " Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now 
" As mad as the vex'd fea; Tinging aloud; 
w Crown'd with rank fumitory, and furrow-weeds, 
" With burdocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
" Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
f « In our fuftaining corn. Send forth a cent'ry ; 
Search ev'ry acre in the high-grown field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's wifdooa 
|n the reftoring his bereaved fenfe I 
He that helps him, take all my outward worth. 

Ptyf. There are means, Madam : 
Our fofter-nurfe of nature is repofe ; 
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him, 
Are many fimples opera tire, whofe power 
Will clofe the eye of anguifh. , 

Cor. «« Ail blefs'd fecrets; 
u All you unpubliflfd virtues of the earth, 
" Spring with my tears ; be aidant and remediate 
u In the good man's diftrefs !— Seek, feek for him; 
Left his ungovern'd rage dtflplve the life 
That wants the means to lead- it. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Meff. News, Madam: 
* tor, for imporUni* 

\ 
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The BritHh powers are marching bhherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before. Our preparation Hands 
In expedition of them. O dear father, 
It is thy bufinefs that I go about : therefore great France 
My mourning and important tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth onr arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and aur ag'd father's right. 
Soon may I hear, and ice him 1 [Exeunt* 

S C £ N. £ V. Ibgtn'r frfac*. 

Enter Regan etnd Steward. 

[ JUg. But are my brother's powers fet forth i 
Stew. Ay, Madam. 
Reg. Hknfclf in perfon there i 
Stenw. With much ado. 
Your filler h the better fbidicr. 

Lord Edmund fpafce not with your lad/ at 
home i 
Sfr**, No, Madam» 

filg. What might import my fitter's Jetter to him ? 

Strut. I know not; Lady. 

Reg t 'Faith, bets pt&ed hence on ferioua matter, 
ft was great ign'ranee, Glower's eyes being oat* 
To let htm live ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againft us. £dorond, 1 think, is gone, 
In pity of his idifery, to dtfpatoh 
His nighted life ; moreover, to defcry 
The ftrength o' th' may. 

Stew. 1 tank needs after him, Madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops fet forth to-morrow : flay with ust 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. I m*y net, Madam; 
My Lady cfaarg'd my duty in this bufinefs. 

Reg. Why fhesikl ihe write to Edmund ? might net 
Tranfport her ptrpofes by word? BeKfae [yoa 
Something— I know not what — I'll love thee muih-~ 
Let me unfeal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather— 

Reg. I know your lady does not love her hofbtod ; 
I'm lure of that : ano\ at her late being here, 
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She gm ftrange eetHadee, and moft fpeakmg 
To noble Edmund. I know you're of her bofom. 

fir*«n/. I, Madam ? 

I (j^eak in uaderftaudiog c yon; are ; I k*ow*t ; 
Therefore i do adrift you, take this note. 
My Lord is dead t Kdmand and I hare taik*d 9 
And more convenient is he for my band, 
Than for your lady's : yo* may gather more : 
If yon do find trim, pray you, give hfsn thb ; 
And when yourmiftreft hears thus mneh from you, 
I pray, defire her call her wf fijom to her. So farewef. 
if you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falk on him that cats him off. 

St*m>. Would I could meet him, Madam, I ihould 
What party I do follow. (mew 

Reg. Fane thee well. untk 

SCENE VI. The mntry »w Dpver. 

Enter Glo'fter, and Edgar as a pat/ant. 

Glo. When (hall I come to tV top of that fame hjll ? 
You* <}e climb up.it now. :^*k how wc labou*. 
Methipkst^ ground i* even* 
Edg. Horrible fteep. 
Hark, do you fcea* the fea ? 
67*. No> truly. 

Why then your other fepfes grow imperfect 
•f J»ur eyes' angujfli. 

Clo. So may it be indeed. 
Methinb thy voice is aher'd ; and thou fpe.ak'& 
la better phrafe and matter than thou didft. 

ff <jg. Y oa/re much deeeiv'4 1 i* nothing am I chajig'd, 
ftu ia my garments. 
I Glo> Sore you're better fpojeep. 

EJg. Come on. Sir, here's tfee place**~-*«ftantf ftijl. ' 
« How fearful 
1 And dizzy 'tis to caft one's eyes fo Ipw ! 
' The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 

* Shew fcarce fo grofe as beetles. Half way down 

1 Haags one that gathers iamphire ; dreadful trade 4 

* Mcthinks he fceros no bigger than his head* 
! ' The filhermen that walk upon the beach. 
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• Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchoring bark,* 
« Diminifh'd to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 

« Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring forge, 
« That on th* unnumbered idle * pebbles chafes, 
« Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more, 
« Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 

* Topple down headlong/ 
Glo. Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : you're now within a foot 
Of U? extreme verge : for all below the moon 
Would I not leap outright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 
Here, friend, 's another purfe, in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies and gods 
Profper it with thee I Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg .. Why do I trifle thus with his ^efpair i 
*Tis done to cure it. 

Glo. «« O you mighty gods! / 
«« This world 1 do renounce ; and in your fights 
«« Shake patiently my great afHi&ion off : 
u If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
" To quarrel with your great oppofelefs wills, 
"My fnuff and lothed part of nature (hould 
«« Burn itfelf out. If Edgar live, O blefs him ! 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leaps % and falls along. 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treafury of life, when life itfelf 
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought, 

By this had thought been pad Alive or dead ? 

Hoa, you, hear you, friend ! Sir ! Sir ! fpeak 1 
Thus might he pafs indeed— yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir ? 

Glo, Away, and let me die. 

fdg. Hadft thou been aught but gc&'mer, feathers, 
So many fathom down precipitating, [air, 
Thou'd'ft fliiver'd like an egg : but thou doft breathe, 
Haft heavy fubftance, blced'ft not ; fpeak, art found I 

• We , for kartnt imc*1tivetcd. 
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Ten mads attached make not the altitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly falTn. 
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Gh. But have I falTn, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread fummit of this chalky borne I 
Look up a-height, the ftirill-gorg'd lark fo far 
Cannot he feen or heard : do but look up. 

Gh. Alack, I have no eyes. 
" Is wrctchednefs depriv'd that benefit, 
<c To end itfelf by death ? 'twas yet fome comfort, 
" When Mifery could beguile the tyrant's rage, 

And fruftrate his proud wihY' 

Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, fo— how is't ? feel you your legs ? you ftand. 

Gh. Too well, too well, 

Edg. This is above all ftrangenefe. 
Upon the crown o' th' cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Gh. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I ftood here below, methought hfs eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thoufand nofes, 
Horns welk'd # t and wav'd like the enridged fea : 
It was fome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the cleared f gods, who make them honours 
Of mens' impoffibiHties, have-preferv'd thee. 

Glo. I do remember now. Henceforth I'll bear 
Afflidion, till it do cry out itfelf, 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you fpeak of, 
I took it for a man ; often 'twould fay, 
The fiend, the fiend- — he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts* 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Lear, drefc'd madly nuith flowers \ 

But who comes here ? 

The fober fenfe will ne'er accommodate 

His mafter thus. 

hear. No ; they cannot touch me for coining : I am 
the King himfelf. 

• u e % twitted. 

f cUareft, for mofi righteous* • v 

Vol. VI. t G ' 
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Eig. O thou fide-piercing fight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that re(pe6t. There's 
your prefs-money. That fellow handles his bow like a 
crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, 
a moufe ! Peace, peace; — this piece of toafted cheefe 

will do't There's my gauntlet, I'll prove it on a 

giant. Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown, barb J 
i' th* -clout, i' th' clout : hewgh, —Give the word. 

Eag, Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pafs. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Gonerill ! ha 1 Regan! They flatter'd me 
Kfce a dog, and told me, 1 had white hairs in my beard 
ere the black ones were there. To fay Ay and No to 

every thing that I fald Ay and No too was no 

good divinity. When the rain came to wet tne once, 
and the wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder 
would not peace at my bidding ; there i found 'em, 
there I fmelt 'em out. Go to, they are not men o* 
their words ; they told me I was every thing : 'tis a lye, 
I am not ague -proof. 

£/*--The trick of that voice # I do well remembers 

* Is't not the King ? 

^ Lear., Ay, every inch a King. 
"When I de ftare, fee how the fubjed quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was the caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou fliah not die ; die for adultery ? no? 
the wren goes to't, and the fmaU gilded fly does lecher 
in my fight. Let copulation thrive : for Glo'fter's ba- 
iiard fon was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
got 'tween the lawful fheets. To't, Luxury, pell-mell ; 
for I lack foldiers. Behold yon fimpering dame, whofe 
face 'tween her forks prefages -fnow ; that minces vir- 
tue, and does (hake the head to hear of Plea fare's 'hame. 
The fitchew, nor the (tailed horfe, goes to't with a more 
riotous appetite. Down from the wafte they are cen- 
taurs, tho' women all above : but to the girdle do the 
gods inherit, beneath it is all the fiends. Therjfe hell, 
there's darknefs, there is the fulphurous pit, burning, 
fcalding, ftencb,^onfumption. Fie, fie, fie ; pah, pah; 

* i. e. the particular tone and manner of fpcaking. As the sir 
*f a face (ignites the particular turn and fpirit of the features. 
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give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to fweetca ^ 
my imagination ! there's money for thee. 
Glo. O, let me kifs that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firft, it fmells of mortality. » | 
Glo. O rom'd piece of nature ! this great world 

Shall fo wear out to nought. Do' ft thou know me ? 
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough : do 'ft thorn 

fquint at me ? No, do thy word, blind Cupid ; 111 not 

love. Read thou this challenge, mark but the penning 

of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one. 
Edg. I would not take this from report ; ^Afide. 

It is, and my heart breaks at it. 
Lear. Read. % 
Glo. What, with this cafe of eyes ? W 
Lear. Oh, ho, are you there with me ? no eyei in 

your head, nor no money in your purfe ? your eyes ire 

in a heavy cafe, your purfe in a light ; yet you fee tew 

this world goes. 
Glo. 1 fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? a man may fee how &is 
world goes with no eyes. Look with thine dks : lea 
bow yond juftice rails upon yond fimple thief.* Hark in * 
thine ear: change places, and handy-dandy, which" is 
the juftice, which is the thief ? Thou haft feen*a farmer's 
dog bark at a beggar. \ 

Glo. Ay, Sir. ? 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? there tjjbu 
might'ft behold the great image of authority ; a dig's 
obey'd in office ' 
Thou ralcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why doft thou lafh that whore ? ftrip thy own back ; 
Thou hotly luft'ft to ufe her in that kind 
For which thou whipp'ft her. Th' ufurer hangs the co- 
Through tattcr'd cloaths f mall vices do appear ; [zener. 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate (in with gold, 
And the ftrong lance of Juftice hurtlefs breaks ; 
Arm irin rags, a pigmy's ftraw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I fay, none ; Til able "em \ 
Take that of me, my friend, who hasp the pow'r 
To leal th' accuser's lips. Get thee glafs-eyes* 
A&d, f&^i fcurvy politician, feeoa 
C 2 
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1 To fee the things thou doft not. 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots : harder, 

harder, fo. 
, Edg* O matter and impertinency mix'd, 
Reafon in madnefs ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes> 
I know thee well enough, thy name is G/o'JIer; 
Thou mud be patient ; we came crying hither: 
Thou know'ft,. the fir ft time that we fmell the air, 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee : mark— — 

Glo. Alack, alack the day i 

Lear. When we are born, we- cry, that we are come 
To this great ftage of fools This a good block !— - 
It ^p*e a delicate ftratagem to (hoe 
A troop of horfe with felt ; I'll put't in proof ; 
And when I\e ftoln upon thefe fons-in-law, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

SCENE VIII. Enter a Gentleman, with Attendant*. 

Gent* O, here he is, lay hand upon him * r Sir, 
Your mpft dear daughter ■ ■ 

Lear* No rcfcue ? what, a prifoner ? I am even- 
The natural fool of Fortune. Ufe me well, 
You (hall have ranfom. Let me have furgeons*. . 
I am cut to»th* brains, 

Gent* You (hall have any thing; 
Lear. No feconds ? all myfelf ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of fait ^ 
To ufe his eyes for garden- water- pots, 
And laying autumn's duft. I will die bravely, 
Like a fmug bridegroom. What ? 1 will be jovial : 
Come, come, tarn a King. 'My matters,, know you* 



Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you* 
Lear. Then there's life int. Come, an* you get it,. 
You (hall get it by running : fa, fa, fa, fa- ^Exit- 
Gent. A fight moft pitiful in the meaneft wretch, 
Pad fpeaking of in a King.. Thou haft one daughter 
Who redeems nature from the general curfe 
Which twain have brought her to. 



that ? 



Gent* Sir, fpeed you: what's your, will £ 
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Edg. Do you bear aught, Sir, of a battle toward I 
Cent. Moft fure, and vulgar j every one hears that, 
Which can diftinguifb found. 
Edg. But by your favour, 
How near's the other arrfjy ? 

Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot t the main defcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Edg. I thank you, Sir : that's all. 
Gent. Though that the Queen on fpeciaicanfe is here. 
Her army is mov'd on. 
Edg. 1 thank you, Sir. 

Gio. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me again 
To die before you pfeafc f 

Edg. Well pray you, father* 

Gio. Now, good Sir, what are you f 

Edg. A moft poor man, made tame to Fortune's blows} 
Who, by the art of known and feeling forrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand* 
J'll lead you to fome biding. 

Gio. Hearty thanks ; 
The bounty and the benizon of Heav'n 
To boot, and boot ! — » ■« 

SCENE- IX. Enter Steward* 

Stew. A proclaimed prize ! moil happy ! 
That eyelefs head oi thine was firft fram'd flelb 
To raife my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyfelf remember : the fword is out 
That muft deftroy thee. 

Gio. Let thy friendly hand 
Pat ft rcngth enough to'U % * ' • 

, Stew. Wherefore, bold peafant* 

Dar ft thou fupport a publiih'd traitor ? Hence, 
Left that th' intention of his fortune take 
Like held on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go,. Zir, without vurther 'cafoa. 

Stew. Let go, (lave, or thou dy'ft, 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk pals : and 'chud ha' been zwagger'd out of my life, 
'twould not ha' been zo long as *tfs by a,vortnighu 
' Hay, come not near th' old man : keep out, che vor'ye', 
Gj 
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or ice try whether your coftard or my bat be the harder; 
chill be plain with you. 
Stew. Out, dunghill! 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, Zlr : come, no matter 
vor your foyns. [Edgar knocks hint down* 

Stenv. Slave, thou haft (lain ok : villain, take my 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body, Q>urfe ? 

And give the letters which thou find'ft about me, 
To Edmund Earl of Glo'fter : feekhim out 
Upon the Englifh party : oh, untimely death I—- \Dfaf0 

Edg. I know thee well, a ferviceable villain y 
As duteous to the vices of thy miHrefs, 
As badnefs would defire. 

Glo. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you down, father : reft you. 
Let's fee thefe pockets ; the letters that he fpeaks of, 
May be my friends : he's dead 5 I'm only forry 
He had no other death Vman. Let us fee— [us not* 
By your leave, gentle wax — and manners blame 
To know our enemies' minds, we rip their hearts % 
Their papers are more lawful. 

Reads the letter. 

Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. Tou have 
many opportunities to cut him off. If your 'will want not, 
time and place will be fruitfully offer' d. There fa no- 
thing done, if he return the conqueror. Then am I the 
pr if oner, and his bed my goal ; from the lot bed warmth 
whereof deliver me, and fupply the place for your labour. 
Tour ( wife,fo I would fay J affetlionate fervant f 

GO ME RILL* 

Oh, undiftinguhVd fpace of woman's will* 1 

A plot upon her virtuous hu (band's life, 

And the exchange my brother. Here, i' th* fands 

Thee I'll rake up, the poft uhfanclified 

Of murth'rous lechers : and in the mature time, 

"With this ungracious paper ftrike the fight 

Of the death-pra&is'd Duke ; for him 'tis well, 

That of thy death and bufinefs I can tell, 

* Meaning, that the vacations in it are Co fudden, and their liking 
and lot Ling follow fo quick upon each other, that there is no diftia? 
guilhablc Jfacc between them. 
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G/o. The King is mad : how ftiffis my vile fenfe, 
That 1 ftand up, and have ingenious feeling • 
Of my huge fbrrows ! better 1 were diffract, 
So (hould my thoughts be fevcr'd from my griefs ; 

[Drum afar offl 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, k>fe 
The knowledge of tberafelves* 

Eag, Give me your hand* 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum* 
Come, father, I'll beftow you with a friend. [Exeunt* 

SCENE X. Changes to a chamber. 

Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyjician. 

Cor O, thou good Kent, how (hall I live and work 
To match thy goodnefs ? life will be too fhort, 
And every mealure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledged, Madam, is o'erpaid ; 
All my reports go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more, nor dipt, but fo. 

Cor. Be better fuited. 
Thcfe weeds are memories of thole worfer hours* 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 

Kent Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known, ftiortens my laid intent ; 
My boon I make it, chat you know me not} 
Till time and 1 think meet. 

Cor. Then be it fo, 
My Lord. — —How docs the King ? [To thePbyJtcian* 
Pbyf. Madam, Deeps ftill. 
Cor O you kind gods ! 
Cure this great breach in his abufed nature ; 
Th ontuu'd and jarring fenfes, O, wind up 
Of this child changed tather. 

Pbjf. Pleafe your Majefty, 
That we may wake the King ? he hath flept long. 

Cor Be govern d !>y your knowledge, and proceed 
V th' fway of your own will. Is he array 'd ? 

Enter 'Lear in a chair ^ carried by fcrvants. 

Pbyf. Ay, Madanf ; in the hcavinefs of fleep, 
We put frelh garment on him* 
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Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him ; 
1 doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. O my dear father 2 Reftauration, hang 
«* Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms that my two fitters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and deareft Princefs I 

Cor. Had you not been their father, thefe white flake* 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face 
To be eipos'd againft the warring winds I 
To Hand againft the deep, dread-bolted thunder I 
In the mod terrible and nimble Jlroke 
Of quick, crofs lightning ? To watch, poor Perdu ! 
"With this thin helm ? My very enemy's dog, 
Though he had bit me, fhoud have flood that night 
Againft my fire. And waft thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with fwine and rogues forlorn, 
In fhort and mufty ftraw ? alack, alack ! 
*Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once. 
Had not concluded. Ah ! he wakes; fpeak tohimv 

Phyf. Madam, do you, 'tis fitted. 

Cor How does my Royal Lord ? how fares your Ma^ 
jetty? 

Lear, You do me wrong to take me out o* th* grave;. 
Thou art a foul in blifs, but 1 am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do fcald like molten lead. 

Cor'. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You aie a fpirit, I know; when did you die t 

Cor. Still, ftrll, far wide 

Phyf. He's fcarce awake, let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where have I been? where am i ? fair day-tight J 
I'm mightily abuVd ; 1 (hould even die with pity, 
To fee another thus. 1 know not what to /ay j 
I will not fwear thefe are my hands : let's fee, 
I feel this pin prick : 'would I were affur'd 
€>i my condition. 

Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benedidion o'er me # 
No Sir, you muft not kneel. 

Lear Pray, do not mock me. 
1 am a very foolUh load old man* 



Digitized by Google 



Se» iff. , King Leaf. 

Fourfcore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I fliould know you, and know this man % 
Yet I am doubtful : for I'm mainly ignorant 
What place this 4s ; and all the fkill I have, 
Remembers not thefe garments ; nay, 1 know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To tie my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And fa I am ; 1 am ■ 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes, 'faith ; I pray you, weep 
If you have poifon for me, I will drink it. [no*. 
I know you do not love me ; for your fifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 
Ton have fome caufe, they hare none* 

Cor. No caufe, no caufe. 

Lear, Am i in France ? 

Kent- In your own kingdom, Shv 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

tbyf. Be comforted, good Madam ; the vgreat rage, 
Yofrfte, is cur'd in him :— and yet 'twere danger 
To make him even o'er the time h'as loffc 
Defire him to go ki ; trouble him. no more. 
Till farther fettling* 

Cor. Will't pleafe your Highnefs walk ? 

Lear. You muft bear with me ; 
Pray you now, forget and forgive, 
I am old and foolifh. 

[Exeunt Lear, Cord. Pbyf. and Attendant* \ 

Mpncnt Kent and Gentleman. 

Cent. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Corawall 
was fo flain ? 
j Kent. Moft certain, Sir. 

Cent. Who is conductor of his people ? 
| Kent. As 'tis faid, the baftard fon of Glo'fter. 

Cent. They fay, Edgar, his banilh'd fon, is with the 
Earl of Kent in Germany, 

Kent. Report is changeable. 'Tis time to look a- 
boat : the powers of the kingdom approach apace. 

Cent. The arbitriment is like to be bloody. — 

Fart you well, Sir, [Exit CeM. 
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Kent* My point and period will be throng hi 7 wrough c, 
Or wcll 9 or ill, as this day's battle's fought. 

lExit Kent. 

A C T V* SCENE I. 

A camp* 

Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentleman, and Soldiers* 

Edm. XT Now of the Duke, if his laft purpofe bold ^ 

JV. Or whether fince he is advis'd by aught 
To change the courfe ? he's full of alteration, 
And felf-reproving : bring his conftant pleafure. 

Reg. Our fitter's man is certainly mifcarry'd* 

Edm. *Tis to be doubted, Madam, 

Reg. Now, fweet Lord, 
You kno* the goodnefs I intend upon youv 
Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth, 
Do you not love my fitter ? 

Edm. In honour'd love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forefended place ? 

Edm. No, by mine honour, Madam. 

Reg, I never (hall endure her \ dear my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm % Fear not; foe* and the Duke her hufcand — 

Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 

Con. I'd rather lofe the battle, than that fitter 
Should loofen him and me. [Afidc. 

Alb. Our very loving fitter, well be met. 
Sir, this I hear, the King is come to his daughter* 
With others, whom the rigour of our ftate 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeft, 
I never yet was valiant ; for this bufinefs. 
It toucheth us, as France invades our land ; 
Not holds to th' King, with others, whom, I fear, 
Mod jutt and heavy caufes make oppofc ^ 

Edm. Sir, you fpeak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reafon'd ? * 

Con. Combine together 'gain ft the enemy \ 
For thefe domcftic and particular broils. 
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Are cot the queftion here. 

Edm. I (hall attend you prerently at your tent. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th* ancients of war 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us ? 

Con. No. 

Reg. 'Tis moft convenient, pray yon, go with us. 
Con. Oh ho, I know the riddle, 1 will go. [AJidtm 

SCENE II. 
As they are going etct, enter Edgar difguis'd. 

Edg. If e'er your £ race had fpeech with man fo poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. Hi overtake you * Speak. 

[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. and Attendants. 

Eig. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
Jf you have vicVry let the trumpet found 
For him that brought it : wretched though I feetn* 
1 can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Yourbufinefs of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune love you ! 

Alb- Slay till I've read the letter. 

Edg. 1 was forbid it. 
When time (hall ferve, let but the herald cry, 
And I'll appear again. [Exit, 

Alb* Why,, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm* The enemy's in view, draw np your powers. 
Hard is the guefs of their true ftrength and forces, 
By diligent difcovery ; but your hafte 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb* We will greet the time. \Exk% 

SCENE III. 

Edm. To hoth thefe lifters have I fworn my love : 
Each jealous of the other, as the flung 
Are of the adder. Which of them {hall I take i 
Both > one ? or neither ? neither can be enjoy'd, 
If both remain altve : to take the widow, 
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Exafperates, makes mad her fifter Gonerill ; 

And hardly {hall I carry out my fide. 

Her hufband being alive. Now then, we'll ufe 

His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 

Let her who would be rid of him, devife 

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and tq Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

They (hall ne'er fee his pardon : for my ftate 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [£x/f. 

SCENE IV. Another open field. 

Alarum 'within. Enter with drum and colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and foldiers over the ftage % and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Glo'fter. 

i 

Edg. Here, father, take the fhadow of this tree 
For your good hoft ; pray that the right may thrive. 
If ever I return to you again, 
1*11 bring you comfort, 

Gh. Grace be with you, Sir ! {Exit Edgar. 

[Alarum and retreat within* 

Reenter Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man ; give me thy hand, away* 
King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter ta'en; 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further, Sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again $ Men muft endure 
Their going hence, ev'n as they're coming hither* 
Ripenefs is all ; come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter in conqueJl $ with drum and colours % Edmund; 
Lear, and Cordelia, as prifonsrs \ Soldiers > Captain. 

Edm. Some officers take them away ; good guard. 
Until their greater pleafures firft be known, 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We're not the firft, 
Who with belt meaning have incurr'd the worft ; 
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For thee, opprefTed King, am I cad down ; 
Myfelf coulJ elfe outfrown falfe Fortune's frown. 
Shall we not fee thefe daughters and thefe fitters ? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ; come, let's away to prifon ; 
We two alone will fing, like birds i' th' cage. 
When thou doft afk me blefling, I'll kneel down, 
And afk of thee forgivenefs : fo we'll live, 
And pray, and fing, «« and tell old taJes, and laugh 
" At gilded butterflies: and hear poor rogues 
u Talk oT court-news, and we'll talk with them too, 
" Who lofes and who wins; who's in, who's out : 
" And take upon's the myftery of things, 
tc As if we were God's fpies # . And we'll wear out i 
u In a waird prifon, packs and fec"b of great ones,, 
" That ebb and flow by th' mooa." 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. " Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia, 
M The gods themfelves throw incenfe," Have I 

caught thee? 
He that parts us, (hall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eye ; 
The goujeres (hall devour them, flefh and fell, 
Ere they (hall make us weep ; well fee them ftarv'd firft. 
Come, [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded. 

Edm. Come hither, Captain, hark. [IVbifpering* 
Take thou this note $ go follow them to prifon. 
One ftep I have advanced thee ; if thou doft 
As this inftrufts thee, thou doft make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender- minded 
Does not become a fword ; thy great employment 
Will not bear queftion. Either iay tbou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capt^ 1*11 do't my Lord. 

Edm. About it, and write happy when thou'ft done, 
Mark, I fay, inftantly; and carry it fo 
As I have let it down. [Exit Captain* 

SCENE VI. 
fhurifh. Enter Albany, GoneriD, Regan, and Soldier*, 

Alb. Sir, you have fhew'd to-day your valiant drain* 

v 

* Spies is taken in the fcnfc of fpies up*n enj one, to itifpeft tlcir 
coodult, not fpies employ ei by apcrfon. 
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.And Fortune led you well. You have the captives. 
Who were the oppofites of this day's flrife : 
"We do require thtm of you, fo lo ufe them, 
As we ihall find their merits and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 
To fend the old and miferable King 
To fome retention and appointed guard i 
Whofe age has charms in it, whole title more, 
To pluck the common bofoms on his fide; 
And turn our imprefs'd launces in our eyes, 
Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen; 
My reafon all the fame % and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further fpace, t' appear 
Where we ftiall hold our feflion. At this time 
We fweat and bleed ; the friend hatfc loft his friend; 
And the beft quarrels, in the heat, are cu'rs'd 
By thofe that feel their (harpnefs. 
The queftion of Cordelia, and tef father, 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alh. Sir, by your patience^, 
I hold you but a fubjedt of this war r 
Mot as a brother.. 

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him, 
Methinks our pleafure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had fpoke fo far He led our powers ; 
Bore the commiffion * bf my place and perfdn ; 
The which immediacy J may well Hand up, 
And call itfelf your brother. 

Con. Not fo hot : 
In his own grace he doth e*alt himfelf, 
More than in your advancement. 

Reg. In my right* 
By me inveUcd, he compeers the beft. 

j4tb. That were tfce moll if he fflbuld hufband yoti« 

Reg. Jefters do oft prove prophets. 

Con. Holla, holla ! 
That eye that told you fo look'd but a-fquint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well, elfe I fliould anfwer 
From a full-flowing ftomach. General, 

* commiffion^ for tuthrity. 

f immediacy for rcfreftntatm. 
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Take thou my foldiers, prifoners, patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witaefs the world, that I create thee here 
My Lord and Matter. 

Con. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good-will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, Lord. 

Alb. Half blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum ftrike, and prove my title thine. 

{To Edmund. They offer to go out* 

Alb. Stay : hear my reafon. Edmund, 1 arreft thee 
On capital treafon ; and, in thy arreft, 
This gilded ferpept. For your claim, fair fitter, 
l"bar it in the intercft of my wife ; 
'Tis fheJs fubcontracled to this Lord, 
And 1 her hufband contradi<5t-your banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady ts befpoke. 
! Gon, An interlude !— — 

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glo'fter ; let the trumpet found : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfon 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many treafons, 
There is my pledge : Til prove it on thy heart,. 
I Ere I tafte bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than i have here proclaioa'd thee, 
Reg. Sick, O fick — 

Gon. If not, I'll ne'er truft poifon. [A/tde<% 
'Edm. There's my exchange. What in the world he is, 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lyes. 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 
1 On him, on you, (whom not ?j 1 will maintaia 
; My truth and'honour firmly, 
j Alb. A herald, ho ! 

Enter a Herald* 

Truft to thy fingle virtue ; for thy foldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
I Took their discharge. 

Reg. This ficknefs grows upon me. 

Alb. She is not wclj, convey her to my tent. 

[Exit Regan* led. 

Ha 
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SCENE VII. 

Come hither, Herald, let the trumpet found, 

And read out this. trumpet founds. 

Herald reads* * 

If any man of quality or degree within the lifts of the 
at my ^.nvi I I maintain upon Edmund fuppofed Earl ofGWfter % 
that He is a manifold t rait or t let him appear by the third 
found 1 of the trumpet. He is b bid in his defence* i trumpet \ 
Her, Again. 2 trumpet \ 

Her. Again.. 3 trumpet. 

{Trumpet anjhvers, within* 

Enter Edgar, armed. 

Alb. A(k him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this call o* th' trumpet. 

Her. What are you \ 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwcx 
This piefentfummons ? 

Edg. Know my name is Toft ; 
By treafon's tooth bare-gnawn and canfcer-bit 
Yet am t noble* as the adverfary 
I come to cope. 

Alb. Which is that adverfary ? 

Edg, What's be that fpeaks for Edmund Earl of 
* Edm. HirafcJf. What fay'ft thou to him } [Glo'ftcff 

Edg. Draw thy fword, 
That if my fpeech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee juftice ; here is mine : 
Behold, ft is the privilege of mine honours, 
' My oath and my profeffion. I proteft* 

Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Spite of thy vic"lor-4word, and fire-new fortune, 
1 hy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ; 
Falle to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father 
Confpirant 'gam (I this high iiluftrious Prince* 
And from th* extremeft upward of thy head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A mod toad -fpot ted traitor. Say thou No ; 
T his fword, this arm, and my beft fpirits are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I Jpeak, 
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Thou lyeft. 

Edm. In wifdom I (hould a(k thy name ; ; 
Bat fince thy outfide looks fo fair and warlike; 
And that thy tongue fome 'fay * of breeding breathes ; 
What fafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I difdain and fpurn : 
Back do I tofs thefe (reafons to thy head, 
With the hell-hated lye. o'er whelm thy heart; 
To which (for they yet glance by, fcareely bruifiog) 
This fword of mine {hall give them inftant way, 
Where they (ball reft forever. Trumpet, fpeak. 

[A/arum Fight, Edmund falls** 

Can. O, fave him, fave him ; this is practice, Glo'fter ** 
By th' law of war, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite ; thou art not vanqutuVd, 
But cozen'd and beguil'di 

Alb. Sbut your niouth, Dame; 
Or with this paper (hall I ftop it; 
Thou worfe than any thing, read thine own evil.- 
No tearing, L,ady ; I perceive you know it. 

Con. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine* not thine ; - 
! Who-can arraign ine for't ? J 

Alb. Monfter, know'ft thou this paper ? 

Gon. Alk me not what l know; — - Gqh; 

Alb. Go after her, fbe's defperate, govern herv 

S C £ N E VIII- 

tdrm What you have charg'd me with, (hat I have 
done* 

And more, much more ; the time will bring it out. • 
'Tis pad, and fo am I. But what art thou 
That haft this fortune on me ? If thou'rt noble, , 

I I do forgive thee. 

j Edg. Let's exchange charity : 

I am no lefs in blood than thou art, Edmund ? ; . 

If more, the more thou'ft wrong'd nie. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father's fon. 

" The gods are juft, and of our pleafant vices 

u Make inftruments to fcourge us : 

The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 

| Goft him his eyes. 

f !fa,ibr ijfat fane (hew or probability \ ; 

H 3 
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Edm* Thou'ft fpokea right, 'tis true, 
The wheel is come full circle; I am here. 

JIK Methought thy very gate did prophefy [To Ed£. . 
A royal noblenefs: I muft embrace thee. — — 
Let forrow fplit my heart, if ever i 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't. 

Jib. Where have you hid yourfelf t 
How have you knowa the miferies of your father I 

Edg. $y nurfing them, my Lord. Lift a brief tale*. 
And, when 'tis told, O that my heart would burftl — 
The bloody'proclamation to efcape 
That follow'd me fo near, (O our lives* fweetnefs !* 
That we ihe pain or death would hourly bear, 
Rather than- die at once), " taught me to fhift 
" Into a madman's rags ! t' aflume a femblance 
" The very dogs difdain'd : and In this habit 
•* Met ! my father with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious gems new toft ; became his guide,. 
" Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from defpair ^ 
• f Never (6 fault !) reveal'd royfelf unto him, 
'« Until fome half hour paft, when I was arm'd, 

Not Aire, though hoping, of this good fuccefs* 
*' I ask'd his bleffing, and from firft to laft 
u Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd" heart, 

Alack, too weak the- conflict; to fuppwt, 
" 'Twijj two extremes of paffion, joy, and grief* 

Burft fmilingly. 

Edm* This ipeech of your's hath mov'd me, 
And (hall perchance do good ; but fpeak you on*. 
You look a? you had fomething more to fay, 

slid* If there be more, more woful, hold it in;. • 
For I am almoft ready to diflblve, 
Hearing of this. 

Edg, 7 his would have feemM a period; But fucfr 
As love to amplify another's forrow, 
To much, would make much more, and top extremity. 
•« Whttft I was big in clamour, came there a man, 
*' Who having feen mt in my worfer ftate, 
" Shunt) 'd my abhorred fociety; but now finding 
" Who 'twas had fo endur'd, with his ftrong arms* 

He fatfeu'd on my aeck 5 and bcilow'd ouc, 
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" As he'd bttrft heaven; threw him on my father; 
M Tofd the mod piteous tale of Lear and him 
M That ever ear receiv'd ; which in recounting 
f " His grief grew puiffant, and the ftrings of life 

" Began to crack." Twice then the trumpets 

And there I left him traunc'd. £foundecf f 
Jib. But who was this } 

Edg. Kent, Sir ; the baniftr'd Kent, who in difgui(fe 
| Foilow'd his enemy King, and did him iervice 
Improper for a flavev 

SCENE IX. Enter a Gentleman*. 

Gent Help! help! 

Edg. What kind of help t 

Jib. Speak* man. 

Edg, What means this bloody knife ?' 

Gent. 'Tis hot, it fmokes ; ic came even from the 
Of O! flic's dead. 

Jib. Who's dead ? fpeak, man. 

Gent. Your Lady, Sir, your Lady; and her fifte* 
By her is poifon'^ ; (he confe/Tes it. 

Edtn. I was contracted to them both ; all three. 
Now marry in an inftant. 
! Edg. Here comes Kent; 

* 27*/** Kent*. 

Jib. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead; 

[Goneril aad Regan's bodies brought out* 
This judgement of the heav'ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity — O ! is this he 1 
The time vt\\t not allow the compliment [To Kent, 
Which very manners urge. 
I Kent. I am come 

To bid my King and matter aye good nighti 
Is he not here/? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot f [defia I 

Speak, Edmund, wheie's the King ? and where *s Cor- 
Sce'ft thou this object, Kent? [Pointing to the deadModia* 

Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edtn. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
t The oae the other potfon'd for my fake> 
A»d after flew herfelfi 
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Alb. Evenfo; cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life ; fome good I mean to do* 
Defpight of mine own nature. Quickly fend. 
(Be brief) intojhe cattle; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear and Cordelia. 
Nay, fend in time* 

Alb. Run, run, O run 

Edg. To whom, my Lord ? who has the office ? 
Send thy token of reprieve, 

Edm, Well thought on, take my fword, 
Give- it the Captain — 

Edg. Hatte thee for thy life. \Exit Mefinger* 

Edm. He hath commiffion fronvthy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own defpair. 

Alb. The gods defender her 1 bear him hence a while; 

QEdnxund // borne off. 

r C E N E X, 
' Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in hit arms. 
Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl,— O, you are me* 
of (lone; 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd ufe themfo,, 

That heaven's vault (hould crack : (he's gone for ever - 

fcknow when one is dead, and when one lives ; 

She's dead as earth ! lend me a looking-glafs, 

If that her breath will mift.or ftain the ftone>, 

Why then (he lives* 

Kent' Is this the promis'd end ? 

Lear. This feather ftirs, (he lives; if it be fo* 
It is a chance which does redeem aji farrows, 
That ever 1 have felt. 

Kent. O my good matter J [Kneeling: 

Lean Pr'ythee, away< 

Edg. 'Tis Noble Kent, your friends 

Lear. A plague upon ypu, murth'rous traitors ajli 
I might have fav.'d her ; now (he's gone, for ever I 
Cordelia, Cordelia, day a little. Ha l 
What is't thou fay 'ft ? her voice was ever foftj 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman* 
i kill'd the Have that was a hanging thee* 
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Kent. 'Tis true, my Lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
i I've feen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
1 would have made them feip : I am old now, 
And thefe fame crofTes fpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are none o'th beft I'll tell you arait. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two flie lov'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. Are you not Kent ? 
1 Kent. The fame ; your fervant Kent. 
Where is your fervant Caius ? 

Lear % 'Twas a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'd ftrike, and quickly too he's dead and rotten* 

Kent. No, my good Lord, I am the very man.— 

Lear. I'll fee that ftrait. 

Kent. That, from your firft of difference and decay •, 
Have follow *d your fad fteps ■ 
Lear. Your welcome hither. 

Kent. 'Twas no man elfe. All's cheerlcfs, dark, 

and dead ; 

! Your eldeft daughters have foredone themfelves, 
And defp'rately are dead. 
Lear, Ay> fo I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he fays \ and vain is it 
That we prefent us to him. 
Edg. Very bootlefs. 

Enter a Mefenger. 

Mef. Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb. That's but a trifle. 
You Lords and noble friends, know our intent ; 
W hat comfort to this great decay \ may come, 
j Shall be applied. For us, we will refign, 
I During the life of this old Majefty, 

To him our abfolute power : to you, your rights, 

[To Edgar. 

"With boot, and fuch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends lhall tafte 
The wages of their virtues, and all foes 
The cup of their defer vings. O fee, fee——* 

| * kctj for misfortunes* 
t for dejbkthtt. 
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Lear. And my poor fool is haqg'd; no, no, no life. 
Why thou.Id a do^, a horfe, a rat, have life. 
And thou oo breath at all ? thou' It come no .more, 

Never, never, never, never, never 

Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, Sir ; 
Do you fee this ? look on her, look on her lips. 
Look there, look there [He diet. 

Edg. He faints, my Lord ! 

Kent. Break, heart, I pr'y th.ee bxea^ I 

Edg. Look up, my Lord ! 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft : O, let him pafi ! He hat$f 
That would upqn the rask of this rough wojrl4 £hita 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gone indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is he hath endur'd fo long : 
He but ufurpd bis life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence ; our prefent bufinejs 
Is general woe. Friends of my foul, you twaio- 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd (late fuftainv 

Kent. I have a journey, Sir, (hortly to go; 
My mailer calls me, I muft not (ay No. IDti** 

Alb. The weight of this fad time we muft obej, 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay. 
The oldeft hath borne moft; we^hat are young, 
Shall never fee fo much, live e'er fo long. 

[Exeunt with a dead npnb. 
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TIMON of ATHENS* 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



Timok, a noble At ben tan . 
Lucius, "7 

Lucuilos. S t ™ > S lanm *Z L° rJs * 
Aperoantus, a cbutlijb pbilofopber. 
Scmpronius, another flattering 
Urd. * 
Atdbiades, eri Athenian Central* 
Havhis, Steward to Ttmon. 

Lucilius, STimon's feTvants* 
Servilius, j 

7fiv*r*l fervaHU to 
Philo* S Ujiiren * 



TiW; s 

Lucius, ifeverdl Servants t9 
tfortenfius, f u urers. 
, Ifidore, J 

Ventidius, one of Ttmon'sfolfi 

friends. 
Cupid and Majkers. 

Phrynia, "> mijlrefes to AhM- 
Timandra, J aties. 

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter 9 
N Jeweller, Mercer, and Mer- 
chant, -with divers Servants 
and Attendants. 



SCENE, Athens; and the woods not far from it. 



a c t i. scene i. 

A hall in Timon-s houfe. 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mercer, 
at fever al doors. 

Poet Ood day, Sir, 

• L Pain. \ am glacf y' are well. 

Poet. I have not feen you long; how 
goes the world ? 
Pain. It wears, Sir, as it goes. 
Poet. Ay, that's well known. 
But what particular rarity ? what fo Grange 
Which manifold Record not matches ? See, 
(Magic of Bounty !), all thefe fpirits thy power 

• The him of part of ih&play is taken from LncWs dt.Wae 
•f Timoa. 
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Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the Merchant. 
Pain. I know them both ; th* other's a Jeweller. 
Mer. O, 'tis a worthy Lord I 
Jew. Nay, that's moft fix'd. 

Mer. A mod incomparable man, breath'd as it were 
To an untirable and continuate goodnefs. 
He pa Acs 

Jew. I have a jewel here* 

Mer. O, pray, let's fee't : 
For the Lord Timon, Sir ? 

J*w, If he will touch the eftimate : but for that — 

Poet. When we for recommence have praised the vile, 
Jt'ftains the glory in that happy verfe 
Which aptly Jings the good. [Repeating to bimfelf. 

Met. *Tis a good form. [Looking on the jewel. 

Jew. And rich ; here is a water, look ye. 

Pain. You're rapt, Sir, in fome work, fome dedicatioa 
To the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing flipt idly from me. 
Our poefy is as a gum, which hTues 
From whence 'tis nouriftied. The fire i' th* flint 4 
Shews not, till it be (truck : our gentle flame 

* Provokes itfelf, and, like the current, flies 

Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain. A picture, Sir When comes your book 

forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my prefentment, Sir. 
Let's fee your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis. 
This comes off well and excellent. 

Pain. Indiff'rent. 

Poet. Admirable ! how this grace 
Speaks his own Handing ? what a mental power 
This eye (hoots forth f how big imagination 
Moves in this lip i to th' dumbnefs of the gefture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch— —is^t good f 

Poet. I'll fay of it, 
It tutors nature ; artificial ftrife * 
Lives in thofe touches, livelier than life* 

?£rife t for aBion or motUn. 
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Enter certain Senators* 
Main. How this Lord is followed ! 
Poet. The Senators of Athens ! happy man I 
Pain. Look morel 

Poet. You fee €his confluence, "this great flood of vi- 
I have, in this rough work, (hap'd out a man, [filers. 
Whom this beneath-world doth embrace and hug 
With anipleft entertainment. My free drift 
Halts not particular, but moves itfelf 
Jn a wide lea of wax* : no leavenM malice 
Infe&s one comma in the courfe I hold ; 
4i But flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on, 
" Leaving no track behind." 

Pain. How fhall I underftand you ? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
Yoa fee how all conditions, how all minds, 
As well of glib and flippVy natures, as 
Of grave and auftere quality, tender down 
Their fepvice to Lord Timon : his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All forts of hearts; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abbore himfelf f ; ev'n he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moft rich in Tinon's nod. 

Pain. I faw them fpeak together. 

Poet. 1 have upon a high and pleafant hill 
Fcign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The bafe o* th* mount 
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures. 
That labour on the bofom of this fphere 
To propagate £ their ftates ; amongft them all, 
Whofe eyes are on this fov'reign lady fix'd, 
One do I perfonatc of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to hei% 
Whofe prefent grace to present ilavcs and fervants 
Tranflates his rivals. 

• Anciently they wrote upon waxen table^with an iron ftyle. 

t »• <• to quarrel with himfclf. 

} to propagate, for to make. 
Vol. VI. f I 
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Pain- *Tis conceiv'd to th* fcope. 
This throne, this fortune, and this hill, methinksj 
With one man beckon'd from the reft below, 
Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount 
To clinib his happinpfi, wqold be wll expreli'd 
In our condition # . 

Poet. Nay, but hear me on. 
All thofe which were, his fellows but of late, 
Some better than bis value, on the moment 
Follow his ftcides, his lobbies fill, with, tendance, 
Rain facrificial whjfp'rings in his ear, 
Make facred even msftirrup, ajad through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain* Ay, marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet. When fortune in he,r (hift andchapge of mood 
Spurns down hejr late bejov'd. all bis dependent? 
(Which labour'd after to the, mountain's top 
Even on thejr J^nee^ and. hsmds) lej hini f flip dowA» 
Not one acxiQmpapyi^g his declining foq& 

Pain* 'fis common, 
A thoufand moral paintings I can fte^ 
That (hall de,mon#rate thefe qujcl^ blows of Fprtu,0e 
ftiore pregaantly than words r Ye* youdo well 
To (hew Lord Timoa, thgt rqeaq eyes hgye feea 
The foot above the head* 

S C E N- B li. 

T rumpets found* Sinter Timon, a dfa effing, hinefelf caiir- 
teaufiy to cvtry fuitQr. 

Tim. Imprifon'dis he, fay you ? [Tfc a Mefengen* 
Mejf. Ay, M y good Lord ; five taleiits is his debt, 

His means mod thort, his creditors mofcftraight : 

Your honourable letter he defires 

To thole have (hut him up, which failing to J>im 

Periods Kis comfort. 

Tim. Noble Venfidius 1 weUi 

| am not of that feather to (hake off 

My friend when he mp&needs. me, I da k«NP him 

A gentleman that well deferves, a help,, 

Which he (hall have ; I'll pay the debt, and free hinv 

* Mnd\t'W % for art* 
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Me/. Your Lor3(hrp ever binth him, 
Tim. Commend -me to him, I will-fard hrs ranfom ; 
And, being infranchiz'd, bid him come to me; 
Tis not enough to help tbe feebte op, 
; Bat to fupport him srfter. Pare you Well. 
I Me/. All terpftfnefctb your Honour ! 

Enter an Old Athenian* 

i Old jfth. Lord Timon, hear me ^ptafe. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Atb. Thou haft a fervatit rtara'd Lucilitu. 

Tim. I have fo. What of bira ? 
» 0/J Atb. Moft ftoble Timon, call the nlan before thee, 

tiik % Attends he here or no ? Lucilius ! 

£tff*r LuciKus. 

Luc Here, at your Lordfltfp*s fervtce. 

did Atb. Thfs fell&w here, Lord Tjmon, thi* thy crea- 
Fy right frequents my nouie. 1 am a man [ture, 
That from my firft have been inclin'd to thrift, 
And my eftate de ferves an toVm6re rais'd, 
Than one wtach holds a trencher. 

Tim. Well: What further? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, ho kin elfe, 
Gawhom I may confer what I have got: 
Tfiemaid is fair; o' th' yOungeft for a bride r 
And I have bred her at my deareft coft,| 
In qualities of the beft. T his man of thine 
Attempts her love : \ pray thee, Noble Lord, 
Join with me to forbid liim her refort; 
Myfelf have fpoke in vain. 

Tim. The man is honeft. 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon* 
His honefty rewards him in itfeif, 
It mud not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does (lie love him ? 

Old Ath. She Is young, and apt. 
Our own precedent paui'ons do ihltrucl u$ 
What kvity's in youth. 

Tim. Love you the maid ? 
1 Luc. Ay, my good Lord, and (he accepts of it. 

9ld Ath. If in her marriage ray confeht be miffing, 
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I call the gods to witnefs, I will chufc 

M ice heir from forth the beggars of the world, 

And difpoflefs her all. 

Tim. How (hall (he be endowed, 
If the be mated with an equal hufband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents on the prefent, in future all* 

Tim* This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long y 
To build his fortune I will ftrain a Kttle, 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
What you beftow, in him I'll counterpoife, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old AtB. iMoft Noble Lord, 
Pawn ode to- this your honour, {he is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promifc. 

hue. Humbly 1 thank your Lordfhip ; never may 
That Hate or fortune fall into my keeping, 
"Which is not own'd to you. 

\JLxeunt Lucilius and <?A/Atbeofan, 

Poet Vouchfafe my labour, and long live your Lord- 
ih?p! 

Tim. I thank you, you fhairhear from me anon t 
Go not away. What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which Ldo befeech 
Your Lordfliip to accept. 

Tim\ Painting is welcome. 
The painting is aimoft the natural man : 
For lince diflionour trafficks with man's nature^ 
He is but outfide :' pencild figures arc 
Ev'n fuch as. they give out. 1 like your work; 
And you (hair find I like it. Wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me 

Pain. The gods preferve ye! 

Tim. Well fare you, Gentleman; give me your handV 
We muft neeefs dine together : Sir, your jewel • 
Halh fuffer'd under praife 

Jew. What, my Lord ? difpratfe ? 

Tim A mere fatiety of commendations t 
If 1 lhould pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd, 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jew. My Lord, 'tis rated 
As thofe which fell would give : but you well know* 
Things of like value, differing in the owners* 
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Arc by thtir mailers priz'd ; believe't, dear Lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it, 
Tim. Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good Lord, he fpeaks the common 
Which all men fpedk with him. [tongue, 
* Tim. Look, who comfes here. 

SCENE III. Enter Aperaantus. 

Will you be chid ? 
Jetv. W4'U beat- it with your Lordfhip. 
Mer. He'H fpare none. v 

Tittle Goo^ morrow to thee, gentle Xpemantfos ! 

Apem. Till I be gentle, ftay for thy good morrow, f 
• * • •* * v 

Apem. When thou art Timon's dbg, and thefe khave* 
honed. < 

Tim. Why dofir thou call them knaves ? thou know 'ft 
them not. 
Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 
Tim. Yes*. * 
Apem. Then I repent hot. 

Jeiv. You know me, Apematittts. ? 

Apem. Thou know'ft I db, 1 cali'cl thee" by thy riame. 

Tim. Thoii art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem.* Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like 
Timon. 

Tim. Whither afrf going ? 

Apem To kh6ck out ah hongft Athenian's brims, 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law, 

Tim. How like'ft thou* this pifture, Apemantus 

Apem. The better, for the innocence^ 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it ? 

Apem. He wrought bene* that mad6 the pointer ; 
and yet he's but a filthy piece* of work. 

Pain. Y'are a dog. 

t The fi#ft fine" eA Apemantus'i anfwer i$ to the pm^o(e ; the fc- 
•ond abfurd and nonfenfical ; which proceeds from the Jofs of a 
fpeech' dro$>t fioiA belween them, thaf fhuuid be thus reftored. 

Tim. Good morrow to tbee % gentle Apemantus ! 

Apem, Till I be geni e, fiay for thy good morrow. 

[Poet. mtnwTkihdtU?^ 

Apem. When thou art Timon's d-g t and thefe knaves bwefi, 

» 3 
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Apem. Thy mother's of my generation. What's fhe, 
if I be a dog ? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus I 

Apem* No, \ eat not lords* 

Tim. If thou (hould'ft, tho&'dft anger ladies. 

A pern. O , they eat lords ; fo they come by great bellies* 

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprehenfion. 

Apem. So thouapprehend'ftitv Take it for thy habour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not, fo well as plain -dealing, which will not 
coft a man a doit. 

%im. What doft thou think 'tis worth ? 
. Apem. Not worth my thinking — How now, Poet.? 

Poet. How now, Phflofcpher ^ 

Apem. Thou lyeft. 

Poet. Art thou not one t 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lye not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Pm- Yes. 

Apem.. Then thou lyeft: look in thy lafi; work, where 
thou haft feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he i*fo* 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy o' thee, and to pay thee. for 
thy labour. He that loves to-be flattered,, is worthy, 
o* th' flatterer. Heav'ns that I were a Lord f 

Tim. What would'ft do then, Apemantus i 

Apem* Ev'n as Apemantus docs now, hate a lord with- 
my heart. 

Tim. What, thyfelf t 

Apem. Ay 

Tim. Wherefore ?' 

Apem.. That I had fo hungry a . wit to Be a lord— 
.Art thou not a merchant V 
Mer. Ay, Apemantus, 

Apem, Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not f 

Mer. If traffic do it, the geds do it; 

Apem-. Traffic's thy god, and thy god confound thee ! 

Trumpets found. Enter a Mejfenger. 

Tim. What trumpet's that ? 

Mejf. 'Tis Alcibiades-, and fome twenty horleV 
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All of companionOiip. 

Tim. Pray entertain them \ give them guide to us ; 
Tou muft needs dine with me : go not you hence 
Till I have thank'd you ; and when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece I'm joyful of your fights. 

Enter Alcibiades nmth the reft* 
Moll welcome, Sir !. [Bowing and embracing 

Apem. So, fo ! Aches contract and ftarve your fupple 
joints ! that there (hould be fmall love amongft thefe 
fweet knaves* and all this courtefy 1 the ftrain of man's 
bred out into baboon and monkey. 

Ale. You have fav>d my longings and I feed 
Moft hunger ly- on your fight. 

Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 
Ere we do part, we'll fhare a bounteous time- 
In different pie a fares*. Pray you let us in. [Exeunt*. 

$> G E N E IV. 

Manet Apemantus, Enter Lucius and Luaillus*. 

Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus ^ 
Apem. Time to be honeft; 
Luc. That time ferves ftill. 

Ap*m, The more accurfed thou that ftill omitt'ft it., 
LucuL T&otx art going to Lord Timon's feaft. 
Apem* Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heatfoolfc 
. LucuL Eare. thee well, fare thee well. 
Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me#trewel twice. 
Lucui. Why, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Thou fliould'ft have kept one to thyfe'l£ for I 
mean to give thee none. 
Luc. Hang thyfelfj 

Apem . No, 1 will do nothing -at thy bidding : make 
thy requefts to thy friend. 

Uucul. Away, unpeaceable dog, or*— —.I'll fpura 
thee hence. 

Apem* I will fly, like.a.dog, the. heels o' th'afs. 

[Exit Apem# 

hue. He's oppofite to humanity. * * 
Come, (hall we in, and tafte Lord Ifimoft's bounty i 
He fore outgoes the very heart of kindnefs. 

LucuL He pours it out; Plutus, the god of*gold/ 
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Is but his fteward : no meed but he f epaji 

Sevenfold above itfelf ; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 

All ule of quittance. 

Luc. The nobleft mind he carries, 

That ever govern'd man. 

Lncul. Long ffiav he live in fortunes ! 4 feaJI t*e in T 
Luc. 1*11 keep yot* company. [Extant- 

SCENE V". Another Aparttnenr fn Ttmon's hvufti 

Hautboys playing, loudmufic* A great banquet fervd in ; 
and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, 
and other Athenian Senator^ with Venttdius. Then 
comes % dropping after all* Aptmantus difcontentedlj* 

Ven. Mod honbur'd TIradn, it hath pleas'd the god* 
To call my father's age unto long peace. 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich.. 
Then, as in grateful Virtu* 1 Am botirid 
To your free heart, 1 do return ihofe talents, 
Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim. O, by no meant, 
Hone ft Ventidius : you miftake my love y 
I gave it freely ever, and there's none 
jCan truly fay he gives if he receives. 
If our betters pJaj^at that game, we muft not. 

Apem. Dare to imitate them : faults that are rich, 
are fair. 

Ven. A noble, fpirit.. 

Tim Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firft* 
To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes* 
Recanting goodnefs *, forry ere 'tis {hown : 
But where there is true friendfirip, there needs done. 
Pray fit; more welcome are ye to my i or tunes, 
Than they to me. * \Tby fii dvw/t. 

Luc. We always have confefs'd it. 

Apem. tfo, ho, confefs'd it? hang'd it, have you not \ 

Tim. O, Aperoantu* 1 you are welcome. 

Apems No; you fliall not make me welcome. 1 
ceooe to have thee thruft me oat of doors. 

* goodaefs ioiUntfam* 
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Tim. Fie, th-' art a churl ; ye have got a humour 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame : [there 
They fay, my Lords, that Ira furor brevis ejl, 
But yonder man is ever angry. 
Co, let him have a table by himfelf : 
For he does neither affe& company, 
Nor is he fit for't indeed . 

A pern. Let me (lay at thy peril, Tim on \ I come tm 
©bferve, I give thee warning on 't. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee ; th* art an Atheniany 
therefore welcome ; I myfelf would have no power— 
pr'ythee let my meat make thee filent. 

A pern. 1 fcorn iby meat ; 'twould choke me 'fore I 
Hioulde'er flatter thee. O ye gods! what a number 
of men eat Tim on, and he fees 'em not ? It grieves me= 
to fee 

So many dip their meat in one man's blood, 

And, all the madnefs is, he cheers them up to't. 

I wonder men dare truft themfelves with men t 

Methtnks they mould invite tbem without knives & 

Good for their meet, and fafer for their lives. . 

There's much example for't : the fellow that 

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges. 

The breath of him in a divided draught,. 

Is th' readied man to kill him. 'T has been prov'd. 

Were I a great man, 1 mould fear to drink, 

Leli they mould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes : 

Great men (hould drink with harneft on their throats. 

Tim. My Lord, in heart ; and let the health go round. 

Luc ul. Let it flow this way, my good Lord. 

Apem. Flow this way ! -a brave fellow ! he keeps- 
his tides well ; thofe healths will make thee and thy 
(late look ill, Timon. Here's that which i* too weak 
to be a (inner, honed water, which ne'er left man L' 
th' mire. 

This and my food are equal, there's no odds ; 
Fcalb are too proud to give thanks to the goJs* 

Aperaantus'/ grace. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf t 
I pray for no man but myfelf y 
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tirant 1 may never prove fo fond 
To trufl man on his oath or bond, 
Or a harlot for tier wiping, 
Or a dog that feems a-fleeping, 
Or a keeper tvith my freedom* 
Or my friends if I fhoiild need *ets m 
j4men % amen ; fo fall fo^t : 
Rich men Jht % and 1 eat root. 

Much gbod dkh thy good heart* Apemanttfe I 

Tim. Captain* Aldbtardet, yonr heart's in thefieWi 
now. 

jik. My heart is ever at yoar fervice, my l*)rd» 

Tim. You had ranker been at a brfeakfaft tbf ettemtetf 
than a dinner of f Heads. 

Ale So they were bleeding new, my Lord, there's ho- 
meat like 'els' I could wife my friend at ftieh a fcafti 

Apem. Would ail the& flatterers were thine enemies 
then, that thou might'ft kill Vra, and bid me to 'em ! 

Luc. Might we but have the happineis, my Lordv 
that you would once uie our hearts, whereby we might 
czprefs fome part of our zeals, we fhoirid think o«> 
ftlves for ever perfect. 

Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but tire god's 
themfeives have provided that I flulihave as much hil£ 
from you : how had you been my frfetfds ette ? wfcjr 
have you that charitable title from thousands, did not 
yon chiefly belong to my heatt? I have told more of 
you to mjrfetti t&eto yoU can with modefty $>eak in yctor 
own behalf. AM thns far I confirm yon. Oh you 
gods, (think 1), what need we have any friends,' if we 
fhould never have heed of *em ? they would moft re* 
femble fweet inftruments hung up in cafes, that keep 
their founds te themfclves., Why, I have often w'rfh'd 
myfelf poorer, that I might come nearer to you : we 
are born to do benefits. And what better or properer 
can we call our own* than the riches of our friends ? 
O, what a precious comfort 'tis to have fo many, like 
brothers, commanding one another's fortunes! O joy, 
e'en made a joy ert*t ean be born ; mine eyes cannot 
hold water, methinks ; to forget their faults, i drink 
to yoi». 
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Apem. Thpii wcep'ft but to make them drink theo 
Timon. 

Lucul. Joy had tjie like conception in our eyes, 
And ac that inftant like a babe fprucg up.. 
Apem. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a baiUrd. 
3 Lord, I prooaife you, my Lord, you mov'd me 
Apem. Muchi £Muck. 

Sound* tucht. 

T'uju WAa* .means that trump? how now? 

Enter a fervant. 

Ser. Weafe you, my Lord, there are certain ladies 
soft defirous of admittance. 

Tim* Ladies ? what are their wills I 

Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my 
I Lord, which bcara, that office toUgnify thejf pleafurea* 
I 7m* I pray let them.te adopted, 

S C E N. E VT, 
Enter Cupid it;/*£ a tnajk of ladies > as Amazons. 

Cup. Hail tq thee, Worthy Ti<non,, a$4to all 
That, of his bountie^ta^c I the be(fc knits 
Acknowledge thee their patron;, a$d do come 
Freely ta gratu^te, thy, plenteous bpjbm:: < 
TV car, tatte, touch, fmeU, plea&'d frpnxthy uble rift, 
Thefe only now come but to feaft thine eyes. 

Tim. They're welcome all ; let. 'em, have kind ad- 
Let mufic make their welcome. t [mittance. 

Luc. You fee* nay Lord, how aj^ply you>e beloVd. 

Afem. Hoyxlay 1 whit; a fweeD; of vanity comes this 
They dance, they are mad women. [way t 

! Like madnefc is tbe.gloxy of , thisJife # ; 

* It appears that fome Hiwt are dropt out and loft from hetweea 
the third and fourth vcrfes. I conjecture the fcrtfc of- the whole 
might be thi*, The glory i of human lifejs lib the madntfi of thh maflc : 
it it a falfe aim at happmefs ; which is to be ofciaiped Q«Uy ; by-{febriety 
and temperance in a private and retired life. Bat fiptrifriaj judges 
I «il) always prefer pomp and glory ; becaufe in outward appearance it 
has fo greatly the advantage : as^grxat as timjomfous fupfcf appears 
to have above my oil *nd root. 
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IAs this pomp flicws to a little oil and root. 

We make ourfelves fools, to difport ourfelves ; 

And~fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men, 

Upon whofe age * we void it op again, 

With poifonous fpight and envy 

Who lives that's not depraved or depraves ? 

Who dies that bears not one fpurn to their graves 

Of their friends' gift 1 

1 (hould fear thofe that dance before me now, 
Would one day {lamp upon me : 't has been done ; 
Men (hut their doors againft a letting fun. 

The Lords rife from Sable, 'with much adoring ofTixxKm* 
each Jingling out an Amazon* and all dance % men 
with women, a lofty Jlrain or two to the Hautboys, 
And &afe 9 

Tim. You have done our pleafures much grace, fair 
Set a fair fafhion on our entertainment, [ladies, 
Which was not half fo beautiful and kind : 
You've added worth unto't, and lively luftre, 
And entertained me with mine own device* 
I am to thank for you it. 

Luc. My Lord, you take us even at the beft. 

Ape m* 'Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
?leafe you to diipofe yourlelves. 

All La* Moft thankfully, my Lord. \Exeunt* 

Tim. Flavins— 

T4av» My Lord. 

Tim. The little ca(ket bring me hither* 
Flav. Yesj my Lord. More jewels yet ? there is ne 
croffing him in's humour, 

JElfe 1 (houKitell him well i' faith I mould, 

When all's fpent, he'd be crofs then if he could. 

'Tis pity Bounty has not eyes behind, 

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. [Exit. 

LucuL Where be our men ? 

Ser. Here, my Lord, in readinefc; 

Luc. Our horles. 

Tim. O my good friends ! 

• *&t % fur tkcay rf fortune, poverty. 
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I have one word to fay to you ; look, my Lord* 

I mnft ratreat yoa, honour me' fo much 

As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it, 

Kind my Lord ! 

Luc. I am fo far already in your gifts 

All So are we all. [£x*. Lucius, Lucullus, drs, 

SCENE VII. Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, there are certain nobles of the fe- 
irate newly alighted, and cotne to vifit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Re-enter Flavius, 

TUtv. I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word? 
it does concern you near. 

Tim. Me near ? why then another time I'll hear thee* 
I pr'y thee let's be provided to (hew them entertainment* 

Flav. I fcarce know how. 

Enter another fervanf, 

a Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucius, 
out of his free love, hath prefented to you four milk- 
white hoffes trapt in (ilver. 

Tim. I (hall accept them fairly: let the prefcnts 
Be worthily entertained. 

Enter a third fervant* 

How now ? what news ? 

3 Ser. Pleafe you, my Lord, that Honourable Gen- 
tleman, Lord Lucullus, iatreats your company to-mor- 
row to hunt with him, and has lent your Honour two 
brace of grey hounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him ; and let them be received, 
not without fair reward. 

Flav. What will this come to ? He commands us to 
provide, and give great gifts, and all out of an empty 
coffer. Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this, 
To fhew him what a beggarh'is heart is, 
Being of no power to make his withes good ; 
His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate, 
That what he fpeaks is all in debt ; he owes for ev'ry 
He is fo kind that he pays intereft for't : [word i 

Voh. VI, t K 
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Hi's lands put to their, books. WcIU would I were 

♦Gently put out of office, ere I were fore d : 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

Than fuch that do e en enemies, exceed; 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord, ££x/7. 

Tim. You do yourfcWcs much '• wrong, you bate too 
much of. your own merits. Here, my Lord, a trifle 
of our love. 

1 Lord. With more than common thanks I will re* 
.ceive it 

3 Lord. He lias the very foul of bounty, 

Tim. And now I remember, my Lord, you gave 

good words the other day of a bay courfer I rode on, 

*Tis your's, becaufe you lik'd it. 

2 Lord Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, 
in that. ^ 

Tim. You may take my word, my v Lord : I know 
no man can juftly praife, but what he does affiecV I 
weigh my friend's affeclion with my own ; I tell you 
irue, I'll call on you. 

All Lords, O, none fo welcome. 

Tim. I take all, and your feveral vifitations 
-So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give 
.My thanks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades, 
Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich, 
I'll come in charity to thee ; thy living 
Is 'mongit t^e dea^ ; and all the lands thou haft 
JLie in a pitcjx'd field, 

Ale. I defy land, my Lord. 

i. Lord* We are fo virtuoufly Bound 

Tim And fo am I to ypu. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd- — . . .. 

Tim. All to you. Lights! more lights, inore lights. 

3 Lord. The beft of happinejs, honour and fortunes, 
Keep with you. Lord Timon - » 

Tim* Ready for his friends, [Exeunt Lords 9 

SCENE VIH. 

Apem. What, a coil's here, . 
'Sernng of becks and jutting out, of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the fum« 
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That are giv'n for 'cm. Friendmip's full of drugs \ 
Methinks ralfe hearts ftiould never have found legs. 
Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies. » 

1im. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not fullen, . 
I would be good 30 thee. 

Apem. No, ril nothing; for if I fhould be brib'cf 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou would'ft fin the fader. Thou giv'ft fo long, 
Timon, Ifeajr me, thou wilt give away thyfelf in pro-- 
per Ihortly. What need thefe feafts, pomps, and 
vain -glories I 

Tim. Njy, if you begin to rail on fociety once, I 
amfworn not to give regard to you.' Farcwel, and 
come with better rriufic. v [Exit. 

Apem. So thou wilt not hear me now, thou (halt 

m lock thy heaven from thee : £not then*- 

Oh, that mens' ears ftould Be 

To counfel ^leaf, but not to flattery ! [Exit* 

ACT II. S C E N £ U 

A public place in the city* 

Enter a Senator* 

Sen. A N P late, five thoufand : to Varro and to- 

A ' ' ifidore ' 
He owes nine tboufancl, befides my former fuoa ; 

Which majces it five. and twenty. Still in motionr 

Of raging waile ? it cannot hold, it will not. 
If I want gold, fteal but a beggar's dog, 
And give .it Timon, .why, the dog coins gold. 
If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more 
Better than he; \yhy, give my horfe to Timon* 
A(k nothiqg, give it, him, it ioals me ftrai&ht 
Tea able jioxjes. No, porter at his gate, 
But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites 
All that pafs'd by it. It cannot hold ; no reafofll 
Can found his ftate in fafety • Caphis^ hoa I 
Caphis, I fay. 

Enter Caphis* 

Cap. Here, Sir; what is your pleafure ? 
K 2 
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Sen. Get on your cloak, and hafte you to Lord Ti- 
Importune him for monies ; be not ceas'd [mon j 
^Vith flight denial ; nor then filenc'd with 

" Commend me to your maftcr and the cap 

tfiayin&in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, firrab, 
My ufes cry to me, i muft ferve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are paft. 
And my reliance on his fra&ed dates 
Has fmit my credit, 1 love and honour him ; 
But mud not break my back, to heal his finger* 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
• Muft not ye tofs'd and turn'd to me in word*, 
But find fupply immediate. Get you gone. 
Put on a rood importunate arpect, 
A vifage of demand : for 1 do fear, 
"When every feather (licks in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Who flames now a phepnix.— Get you gone* 
Cap. I go, Sir, 

Sen* I go, Sir Take the bonds along with yoa» 

And have the dates, in compt. 
Cap. I vs ill, Sir, 

Sen* Go* [Exeunt. \ 

SCENE II. Changes to Timon* j ball. 

Enter Flavius, with many hills in kit hand. 

Ffa. No care, no ftop ? fo fenfelefs of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of riot? takes no account 
How things go from him, and refumes no care 
Of what is to continue : never mind 
Was, to be fo unwife, to be fo kind # . 

What (hal> be done ? he will not hear, till feel • 

1 muft be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
Fie, fie, fie ; fie. 

* Nothing can be worfe, or more obfcurely exprefled , and til for 
the fake of a wretched rhin.e. To make k fenfc and grammar, it 
Jhould be fupplied thus, 

■ ■ ■• never mind 
Was [made] to befo unwife, [in order] to be fi kind. I 
ft e. Nature in order to make a profirie mind, never before endowed 
^ny man with fo large a lharc of folly • 
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Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro # ; 

Good evening, Varro; what, you come for 
Var. Is't not your bufinefs too ? [money ? 

Cap. It is; and your's too, Ifidore? 
Ifid. It is fo.* 

Cty. » Would we were all discharged ! 

Var. I fear it. 

Car/. Here comes the Lord. 

Enter Timon and his train* 

Tim. So foon as dinner's done, well forth again, 

My Alcibiades. Well, what's your will ? 

[They pre/en t their bills 4 
Cap. My Lord, here- is a note of certaindues. 
Tim Dues? whence are you? 
I Cap. Of Athens here, my Lord. 
Tim. Go to my fteward. 

Cap. Pleafe it your Lordlhip, he hath put me off 
To the (ucceffion of new days this month : 
; My mailer is awak'd by great occafton, 
1 To call upon bis own ; and humbly prays you, 
I That with your other noble parts you U fuit, 
I la giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeft friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to rne next morning. 

Cap. Nay* good my Lord- 

Tim. Contain thyfelf, good friend. 

Var. One Varro's fervent, my good Lord- 

Jfid. From Ifidore, he prays yoOr fpeedy payment— 

Cap. If you did know, my Lord, my matter's wahts^— 
I Var. 'Twas due on. forfeiture, my Lord, fix weeks, 
[ and paft. 

I Ifid. Your fteward puts me off, roy Lord* and I 
I Ani fent exprefsly to your Lordfliip. 
fim. Give me breath. — - — — 
Idobefeech you, good my Lords, keep on, 

[Exeunt Lords. 

iH wait upon you inftantly. Come hither 2 

How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 

• The two laft arc bat fcrVants to Ifidore and Varro, here called by 
their mailers names, as is uiual among fcrvams with one another. 

K 3 
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With clamVous claims of debt, of broken bonds, 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againft my honour ? 

Flav. Pleafe, you, Gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs ; 
Your importunity ceafe till after dinner ; 
That I may make his Lord (hip underftand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do fo, my friends ; fee them well entertain'd. 

[Exit Timon.. 

Flav. Pray, draw near. [Exit Flavius. 

SCENE IU. Enter Apemantus and Fool. 

Cap Stay, (lay, here comes the Fool with Apemaa" 
tus, let's have fome fport with 'em. 

Far Hang him, he'll abufe us, 

Jfi/L A pUgue upon him, dog \ 

Vat. How doft, Foot? 

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy (hadow ? 

Far. I fpeak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyfelf. Come awa^. 

lftd. There's the fool hangron your back already 

Apem. No, thou ftand'ft fingle* 

Cap. Thou art not on him yet. 
Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He laft alk'd the queftion. Poor rogues' and. 
vfurers' men ! bawds between gold and want 1 

Ml. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Attts. 

All. Why? 

Apem. That you afk me what you are, and do not* 
know yourfclves. Speak to 'em, Fool. 

Fool. How do you Gentlemen ? 

All. Cramer cies, good Foot. How does your mi* 
ftrefs? 

Foal. She's e'en fitting on water to&ald fuch chicken} 
as you are. 'Would we could fee you at Corinth*; 
Apem. Good ! graraercy ! 

* A cant name for a Kawdy bevft, I ibppoft from the diUbloteoeit 
•f that ancient Greek city. 
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Enter Page. 

Fool. Look you, here comes my miflrefs's page. 

Page. Why how now, Captain ? what do you in this 
wife company ? How doft thou, Apemantus ? 

A fern. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I 
might anfwer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the fuperfcrip- 
tion of thefe letters; 1 know not which is which. 

Apem. Canft not read ? 

Page. Na . 

Apem There will little learning die then that day* 
tbou art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Al- 
cibiadcs. Go, thou wad born a baftard, and thou'it 
die a bawd. 

Page. Thou waft whelp'd a dog, and thou (halt fa* 
mifli, a dog's death. Anfwer not, I am gone* £-£&/• 

dpem. Ev'en fo thou outrunn'ft grace* 
Fool, I wiU go with you to Lord Timon's*. 

Fool, ty'ill you leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon ftay at hom e ■ 
You three ferve three ufurers? 

Ail. I would they ferv'd us* 

Apem. So would I as good a trick as ever hang- 
man ferv'd thief. # 
Fool. Are you three ufurers^mea 1 
All. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think no ufurer but has a fool to his ferrant; 
My miilrefs is one, and I am her fool ; when men come- 
to borrow of your matters, they approach fadly, and 
go away merrily ; but they enter my miftrefs's houfo 
merrily, and go away fadly> The realbn of this ? 

Var. 1 could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremafter and a knave ; which notwithftandingi 
thou fhaJt be no Jefs efteem'd* 

Var. What is a whore matter, fool? 

Fool. A fool in good cloths, and fomething like thee. 
'Tis a.fpirit; fometimes it appears like a lord, fome- 
times like a lawyer, fometimes like a pfrilofopher, with 
two itones more than's artificial one. He is very oftea 
like a knight; and generally, in all lhapes that man 
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goes up and down in, from fourfqore to thirteen, this 
Ipirit walks in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a fool . 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wife man ;. as much fool- 
ery as I have, fo mush wit ^hou lack'ft. 

Apttn. That^aniyer might have become Apemantus* 

AIL Afi Je, afide. Here comes Lord Timon. 

Enter Timon and Flavius, 

Apem* Come with me, Fool* come. 
Fool. I do not always follow lover*. elder brother*, 
aM.wpm.an; fora^time tfc«,philofopher. 

Flav. £ray you, walk near, Ml fpeak with you anon. 

[Exeunt Creditors* Apcmantus, find Fool* x 

S C E N. E IV, 

Tim. You ma,ke gifr marvel i wherefore, ere this time^ 
Had you not fully laid myiftate. before me i 
That I might fo have, rated my expence, 
As I had leave of raeaps- % 

Flav. You would not. hear me;. 
At ntany leifures I propos'd. 

Tim* Go to. 
Perchance fome fingJe 'vantages you took* 
"When my indifpofkioa put you back : 
And that unaptnefs made you miniftcr 
Thus toexcufe yourfelf. 

Flav* O my good Lord ! 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 
J*aid them before you ; you would throw them ^ny 
And fay> you found them in mine honefty* 
When, for fome trifling, prejent, you have bid me 
Return fo much, I've (hook my head, and wept ; 
' Yea, 'gainft th' authority of manners, j>ray'd you •* 
To hold your hand more cjofe. 1 did endure 
Not feldom, nor no (light checks ; when 1 have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your efiate. 
And your great flow of debts. My dear4ov'd Lord, 
Though you bear now too late* yet cow's a time; - 
The greateft of your.having lacks a half 
To pay your preient debts 

Tim Let all my land be fold, 

Flav. 'Tis ail engag'd, fome forfeited and gone: 
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And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth 
Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace: 
What ihall defend the interim, and at length 
Hold good pur reck'ning ? 
Tim* To Lacedaemon did my land extend* 
F/av. O my good Lord, the world is but a word; 
"Were it all your's, to give it in a breath. 
How quickly were it gone I 
Tim. You teM me true. 

F/av. If you fufpeel my hufbandry or falfchood, 
Call me before th* exadteft auditors, 
And fet me on the proof. So the gods blefi me, 
4 When all our offices have been opprefs'd 
4 With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 

• With drunken fpilth of wine ; when every room 

1 Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minftrelfy, 

• I have retired me to a wafteful cock # , 

• And fet mine eyes at flow." 
Tim* Pr'ythee no more. 

F/av. Heav'ns ! have I fa id, the bounty of this Lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have Oaves and peafants 
This night englutted ! who now is not Timon's ? 
What heart, head, fword, force, means, but is Lori 
Timon's? 

Great Timon's, noble, worthy, royal Timon's ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone that buy this praife, 
The breath is gone whereof this praife is made : 
Feaft won, faft loll ; one cloud of winter fliowera, 
Thcfe flies are couch 'd. 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 
No villanbus bounty yet hath pafs'd my heart; 
Un wifely, not ignobly, have 1 given. 
Why doft thou weep ? canil thou the confeience f lack* 
To think I (hall lack friends ? fecure thy heart; 
If I would broach the vcffels of my love, 
And try the arguments J of hearts by borrowing, 
Men and mens' fortunes could I frankly ufe, 
As 1 can bid thee fpeak. 

* i e. a cockloft, a garret. And a wafteful coch % fjgnifici a gamt 
lying w»ftc, negle&cd, put to do ufc. 
f co*fiieuce t tot' faitb. 
j argument s> fur naturrt. 
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flav. Affiirance blcfs your thoughts ! 

Tim* And in fotne fort t hcfc wantsof mine arc crown'd. 
That I account them bleffings; for by thefe 
Shall 1 try friends. You (hall perceive how you 
Miftake my fortunes : in my friends I'm wealthy. 
Within there, ho i Flaminius, Servilius \ 

SCENE V- 
Enter Flaminius, Servilius, an4 otter fcrvawts. 

Ser. My Lord, My Lord. 

Tim. 1 will dilpatch you fevYally. 
You to Lord Lucius to LordLuculJus vou, I hunt- 
ed with his honour to-day— — you tlo Sempronius- — - 
commend me to their loves; and I am proud, "iky, that 
my decafions have found time io ufe 'em toward a iqp- 
ply of money * ' let the requeft be fifty 'talents.' 

Flam. As you have Paid, my Lord. 

Flav. Lord Lucius and ^ueujius? hum—— 

Tim. Go, you, Sir to the Senators; [7a Flavins* 
Of whom, even to the gate's .belt health, I have 
ieferv'd this hearing ; tjid 'eoVfend o* th' infUiit 
A thou/and talents to me. 

Flav. IVe been bold, 
^Forthat I knew it the moft genVal # wayj ? 
To them to ufe jour fignet and your name *: 
But tbey do fhake thelFheads, and! am here 
No richer in return. 

Tint. Is't true ? can't be ? 

Flav. • They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice, 

* That now they are at fall, want treafure, cannot 

1 Do what they would; are forry ?You are ho* 

nourable— — 

* But yet they could have wifiVd — — they know not— 

* Something hath been amifs a noble nature 

* May catch a wrench — would all were well — 'tjipity— ? 
4 And fo intending other ferious matters, 

* After diftafteful looks, and thefe hard fractions f, 

* With certain half caps, and cold moving nods, 

* They froze me into file nee. 

Tim. You 'gods, reward them ! ' 
1 pi 'ythee, man, look chcerly. Thcfe o&d fellows ' 

* general for fteeiy. 

t jradio/is ; t. t. breaks in fpecch. 
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11 Have their ingratitude in them hereditary* 
'« Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldoro flows, 
11 'Tis lack cf kindly warmth, they are not kiad ; 
" And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, 
** Isfalhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 

Go to Ventidius pr'ythee be not fad, 

Thou'rt true and juft ; ingenioofly I fpeak, 
No blame belongs to thee r Ventidius lately 
Bury'd his father, by whofe death he's ftepp'd 
Into a great eftate ; when he was poor, 
Imprifon'd, and in fcarclty of friends, 
I clear'd feim with five talents. Greet him from me; 
Bid hioi fuppofe forae good neceffity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember 'd 
W ith thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellow* 
To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpeak or think, I 
That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can fink. 
Strw. 'Would I could not : that thought is Bounty's 
foe; 

Being free itfelf, it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt. 

ACT III; S C E M E I. 

Lucullus's boufe in Athene. 

Flaminius waiting; enter a Servant to him. 

Ser, T Have told my Lord of you ; he is coming dow* 

J. to you. 
Flam, 1 thank you, Sir. 

Enter Lucullus. 
Ser. Here's my Lord. 

. lucul i One of X*ord Timon's men ; a gift, I warrant. 
Why, this hits right : I dream 'd of a filver bafon and 
cwre to-night, flaminius; honed Flaminius, you are 
very refpecljvely welcome, Sir; fill me fome wine. 
And how does that honourable, cornpleat, free-hearted 
gentleman of Athens^ thy very bountiful good lord and 
oaafter,,? , , 

Flam* His health is well, Sir. 

• hereditary, for by natural cenjiltutlon. But feme diflempers of 
aatural confutation being called btredittry, he calls their ingratitude ft* 
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Lucuh lam right glad that his health is well, Sir* 
And what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fla- 
minius ? 

Flam, 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which, 
in my Lord's behalf, I come to intreat your Honour to 
fupply ; who, having great and inftant occafion to ufe 
fifty talents, hath fent to your Lordfhip to furniih him, 
nothing doubting your prefent affiftance therein. 

LucuL La, la, la, la. 'Nothing doubting, fays he? 

Alas, good Lord, a Noble Gentleman 'tis, if he would 
not keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I 
ha 9 din'd with him, and told him on't ; and come again 
to fupper to him, on purpofe to have him fpend lefs. 
And yet he would embrace no counfel, take no warn- 
ing by my coming ; every man hath his fault, and ho- 
nefty is his. I ha' told' him on't, but I could never get 
him from't. 



Ser. Pleafe your Lord (hip, here is the wine. 
. . LucuL Flaminius, 1 have noted thee always wife. 
Here's to thee. 

Flam. Your Lordfliip fpcaks your pleafure. 

LucuL I have obferv'd thee always for a towardly 
prompt fpirit, give thee thy due : and one that knows 
what belongs to reafon ; and canft ufe the time well, 

if the time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee Get 

you gone, iirrah. [To the Servant, who goes 
Draw nearer, honeft Flaminius, tby Lord's a bountiful 
gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well e- 
nough, (altho' thou comeft to me), that this is no time 
to lend money, efpecially upon bare friend (hip, without 
fecurity. Here's three folidares for thee ; good boy, 
wink at me, and fay, thou faw'ft me not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam, Is't poffible the world (bould fo much differ, 
And we alive that liv'd ? Fly, damned bafenefs, 
To him that worfliips thee. [Throwing the money aivaj. 
LucuL Ha 1 now 1 ice. thou area fool, and fit for thy 



FUtn. May thefe add to the number may fcald 



Enter a Servant with wine* 



matter. 




Let molten coin be thy damnation, 



tthee: 
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Thou difeafe^f a friend* and iu>t Jiimfelfl 

Has friendship fuch. a .faint, and milky heart, 

It turns in left than two nights ? O you gods 1 

I feej my mafter's paj(fion% This flave 

Unto this hour has my Lord's meat in him : 

Why fhould it thrive, and turn ,to nutriment, 

"When, he is turn'd to poifon ? 

O! may diieafes only work upon't : 

And when he's ficlc to deaxJ}, Jet not that part 

Of nurture my Lord paid for, be of power 

To expel ficknefs, but prolong hishour ! [£x//, 

SCENE II. A public ftreet. 

Enter Lucius 'with three Strangers. 

Luc. Who, the Lord Timon I he is my very good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 St ran. We know him for no lefs, tho' we are but 
Grangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my 
Lord, and which I hear % from common rumors, now 
Lord Timon 's happy hours are done and paft, and his 
eftate fhrinks from him. 

Luc. Fie, no ; do not believe it : he cannot want for 
money. 

2 Stran. Bu t believe you this, my Lord, that not long 
ago one of his men was with the Lord LucuUus, to bor- 
row fifty talents, nay, urg'd extremely for't, and (hewed 
what neceffity belonged to't, and yet was deny'd. 

Luc* How? 

2 Stran* I tell you, deny'd, my Lord. 

Luc, Whata ft range cafe was that ? Now, before the 
gods, 1 am aiham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable mtn ? 
there was very little honour fhew'd in that. For my own 
part, I muft needs confefs, I have received fome fmall 
krodoe(Tes from him, as money, plate, jewels* and fuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet had he mif- 
look'd him, and fent him. to me, I fhould ne'er have 
deny'd his occafion fo many talents. 

Enter Servilius. 

Sen See, by good hap, yonder *s my Lord ; I have 
fweatto fee his honoar.— My honour 'd Lord 
Vol. VI. f J- £7*Luciu*. 
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Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee 
well ; commend me to thy honourable virtuous Lord, 
my very exquifite friend. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 

fcnt — . 

Luc. Ha ! what hath he fent ? I am To much eu- 
dear'd to that Lord ; he's ever fending : how fhall I 
thank him, think'ft thou ? and what has he fent now ? 

Ser. H*as only fent his prefent occafion now, my 
Lord ; requefting your Lordfhip to fupply bis inftant 
ufe with fifty talents. 

Luc. I know his Lordfhip is but merry with me. 
He cannot want fifty times five hundred talents. 

Ser. But, in the mean time, he wants lefs, my Lord. 
If his occafion were not virtuous*, 
I fhould not urge it half fo faithfully \. 
Luc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilius ? 
Ser. Upon my foul, 'tis true, Sir. 
Luc. What a wicked beaftwas I, to disfurnifh myfelf 
againft fuch a good time, when 1 might ha' fbewn my- 
felf honourable ? How unluckily it happened, that I 
fhould purchafe the day before a little dirt, and undo 
a great deal of honour ? Servilius, now before the gods, 
1 am not able to do — (the more beaft I, fay)— i was 
fending to ufe Lord Timon myfelf, thefe Gentlemen 
can witnefs ; but I would not for the wealth of Athens 
I had don't now. Commend me bountifully to his 
good Lordfhip 5 and I hope his Honour will conceive 
the faireft of me, becaufe I have no power to be kind. 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of my great- 
eft » fRi&ions, that I cannot pleafure fuch an Honoura- 
ble Gentleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend me 
fb far, as to ufe my own words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, 1 fhall. {Exit Servilius. 

Luc. I'll look ye out a good turn, Servilius.- 

True, as you faid, Timon is fhrunk, indeed ; 

And he that's once deny'd, will hardly fpeed, {Exit. 

1 Stran. Do you obferve this, Hoftilius \ 

2 Stran. Ay, too well. 

1 Stran. Why, this is die world's foul. 

• virtmm, for flront t fircibk, treffiur. 
t /HWh fcrtcntlf. 
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Of the fame piece is every flatterer's fpirit. 
Who can call hftn his friend 
That dips in the fame difb ? for, in my knowing, 
Tiraoo has been to this Lord as a father. 
And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe ; 
Supported his eftate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's filver treads upon his lip ; 
" And yet, oh, fee the monftroufneft of man, 
" When he looks out in an ungrateful ihape i 
He does deny him (in refpeft of his *) 
What charitable men afford to beggars* 
3 St ran. Religion grones at it* 
1 Stran. For mine own part, i 
I never tailed Timon in my life 5 
Nor any of his bounties came c&r me, 

i To mark me for his friend. Yet 1 proteft, 
For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue. 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neccflky made ufe of me, 
I would have put my wealth into partition, 
And the beft half (hould have attorn'd to him, 
So much 1 love his heart ; but I perceive/ 
Men mud learn now with pity to difpenfe, 

I For policy (Its above conference. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Enter a third Servant with Sempronius, 

Sent* Mult .he needs trouble me ia't ? 'bove all 0- 
thers f — — 
He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucullus ; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from priibn : all thefe three 
Owe their eftates unto him. 

Ser. Oh, my Lord, 
They've all been touch'd, and all are found baft metal} 
For they have all deny'd him. 

Sem. How ? deny'd him ? 
Ventidius and Lucullus both deny'd him ? 
And does he fend to me ? three I hum 
It (hews but Kttle love or judgment in him. 
Muft I be his laft refuge f his friends, like phyficians, 

* I e. coofidcrinj Timon's clam for what he a&tt 
L 2 
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Try'd, give htm over ; muft I take the cure 

On me ? H'asmuch difgrae'd me in t; I'm angry. 

He might have known my place ; I fee no fenfe for't, 

Bat his occafions might have wooed me firft : 

For, in my conscience, I was the firft man 

That e'er received gift from him. 

And does he think fo backwardly of me r 

That 1*11 requite it laft ? no: 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 

To th' reft, and 'mongft Lords I be thought a foot 

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum, 

H'ad fent to me firft, but for my mind's fake : 

I'd fuch a courage to have done him good* 

But now return , 

And with their faint reply this anfwer jofo : 
Who bates mine honour, fhall not know my corn. £•/?*//• 
Ser. Excellent! your Lordlhip's a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made man 
politic ; he crofs'd himfelf by't ; and I cannot think* 
but in the end the policy of man will fet him clear *» 
How fairly this Lord drives to appear fool ? takes vir- 
tuous copies to be wicked ; like thofe that under hot, 
ardent zeal would fet whole realms on fire. Of fuch a 
nature is his politic love. 

This was my Lord's beft hope ; now all are fled, 

Save the gods only* Now his friends are dead ; 

Dcors, that were ne^er acquainted with their wards 

Many a bounteous year muft be employ 'd 

Now to guard fure their mailer. 

And this is all a liberal coarTe allows 5 

Who cannot keep his wealth, muft keep his houfe. 

SCENE IV. Changes to 7hnon % s ball. 

Enter Varf 0, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, and other fer* 
vants */*Timon'/ creditors % who kvait for his coming out, 

Var. Well met, 'good morrow, Tittts and Horterifhw. 
Tit. The Wee to you, kind Varro. 

* Set Inijri cjedr, dees not mean acquit him before heaven ; for then 
tbe'dnJitrtvkl be fappofed to Tmow nbat he did, but it fignifics punk 
bim, outdo aim at his own weapons. 
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/ifcr. Lucius, why do we meet together ? * 
Luc. I think one bufi nefs does command us aU 1 
For mine is money. 
Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 

Enter Philo. 

JL«*. And Sir Philo's too. 
Phi. Good day, at once. . 

Luc. Welcome, good brother. What d'you think 
the hour > x 
Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? 
Phi. Is not my Lord fcen yet ? 
Luc* Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder : he was wont to {nine at levels. 

Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed fhorter with him. 
You muft confider that a prodigal's courfe 
Is like the fun's, but not like his recoverable, 1 fear. 
'Tis deeped winter in Lord Timon's pude ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi* I am of your fear for that. 

77/. I'll (hew you how t'obferve a ftrange event. 
Your Lord fends now for money, 

Hor. True he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money* 

Hor. Againft my heart < 

Lmc. How ftrange it ihows, 
Timon in this (houid pay more than he owes t 
And e'en as if your Lord fijould wear rich jewefc, 
And fend for money for 'em. 

Hor I'm weary of this charge, tfce gods ean witnefs* 
1 know ray Lord hath {pent of Tiraon's wealth: 
Ingratitude now makes it worfe than fteakh. 

Var. Yet, mine's three thou&nd crowns f what'* 
your's t 

Luc. Five thowfancL 

Var. *Tis much too deep ; and It fhoufd ieem, by%h* 
Your nn after'* confidence * was above mine, [Turn* 
Xlfe fiirely his had equali'd* 

c f Play on theword confidence. 

h j 
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ISnter flammlis. 

7/7. One of Lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Flaminius ! Sir, a word. Pray, is coy Lvri 
Ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is rioc. 

7/7. We attend his Lordfhtp? pray fignify fo ranch. 

Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are tot 
diligent, 

Enttr Flavius In a cloak muffled. 

Luc. Ha ! is not that his fteward muffed fo ? 
He goes away in a elopd : call bim, call him, 

7/7. Do you hear, Sir 

Var. By your leave, Sir. 

Flay. What do you a(k of me, my friend ? 

7/7. We wait for certain money hire, Sir. 

Ftav. if money were as certain as your wakiog, 
'twere fure enough. 

Why then preferr'd you not your furas and bilk 
When your falfe mailers eat of my Lord's meat? 
Then they would fmile arid fawn upon his debts, 
And take dowtf th' intereft in their glutt'noUs maws. 
You do yourfelves but wrong to ftir me up, 
Let me pais quietly. 

Believe't, my Lord, and I have made an end ; 
I have no more to reckon, he to fpend. 

Luc. Ay, but this anfwer will not ferve. 

Flav. If 'twill not fervc, *tis not fo bale as yotz-T 
For you ferve kfiaves. 

Vftr. How ! what does his cafliier'd Worfhip mutter? 

tftt. No matter, what he's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough. Who can fpeak broader than he that 
has no houfe to put his head in } Such may rati agamft 
great buiU tags, 

TnTer Servilibs. 

Tit. Oh, here's Servilius ; ndw we foaHhave feme 
«n(wer. 

Ser. If t * might befeech^ywi, Gentlemen, to repair 
fome other hour, I fhould' derive much from U, foe 
Cake it of my foul, 
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My Lord leans wondroufly to difcontent. 
His comfortattfe temper has forfook him, 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc. Many do keep their chambers, are ndt lick \ 
And if he be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he ihould the fooner pay his debts. 
And make a clear way to the g6ds« 

Scr. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for an anrwer. 
Ftam. fcwitMnJ} Servilitfs, help— —my Lord ! mjr 
Lord! 

SCENE V. 'EWer Timon in a rage. 

Tim* What, are my doors opposed agamft my paf- 
Have I been ever free, and tnuft my hoofe C&S C 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol f 
The place which I have feafted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, (hew tfcie an iron heart? 
Luc. Pnt in now, Titus. 
Tit. My Lord, here's my bilL 
Luc' Here's mine. 
Far. And mine, my Lord, 
Cap. And ours, my Lord, 
Phi. And our bills. 
, Tim. Knock me down with 'em— cleave me to the 
girdle. ' 
Luc. Alas ! my Lord. 
Tim. Cut out my heart in Aims* 
77/. Mine, fifty talents , 
Tim. Tell out my blood. 
Luc. Five thoufand crowns, my Lord. 
Tim Five thoufand drops pay that* 

What's your's ^and your's ; 

Var. My Lord ^ 
Cap* My Lord 

Tim. Here tear me, take me, and the gods fall om 
you. [Exit. 

Hor. 'Faith, I perceive our matters may throw their 
caps at their money. Theie debts may be well call'd 
defperate ones, for a madinaa owes 'sna. [fixewit. 
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Reenter Timon and Flavius. 

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me, the 
Haves. Creditor! ! — devils* 
F/av. My dear Lord. 
Tim. What if it fhould be fb ?— 
Flav* My dear Lord. 

Tim. I'll have it fo My fteward ! 

F/av. Here, my Lord. 

Tim. So fitly !— ~Go, bid ail my friends agate, 
Lucius, LucuDus, and Sempronius, Al U 
1*11 once more feaft the rafcak* 

F/av. O my Lord ! 
You only fpeak from your diftraded foul j 
There's not fo much left as to furnifli out 
A moderate table. 

Tims Be it not thy care. 
Go, and invite them all, let in the tide 
Of knaves once more : my cook and ill provide. 

[Exeunt- 

SCENE VI. Changes to the fenate-houfe* 
Senators and Alcibiades. 

1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voice to't* the fault* 
'Tis necefkry he (hould die. [bloody } 
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy. 

2 Sen* Moil true ; the law (hall bruife him. 

Ale* Health, honour, and companion to the (enatc I 

I Sen. Now, Captain. 

Mc+ 1 am bumble fnitor to your virtues 1 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants u/e is cruelly; 
It pleafes time an4 fortune to He heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the law r which is paft depth* 
To thole that without heed do plunge mto't. 
He is a man, letting this fault a fide, 
Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault \ 
Nor aid he foil the fact with coward ice r 
» But with a no;le fury, and fair fpirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death* 
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He did oppofe his foe: 
And with fuch fobcr and unnoted * pa&on 
He did behave \ his anger ere 'twas fpeht, 
As if he had but proVd an argument. 

I Sen. You undergo too ftric"fc a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair. 
Your words have took fuch pains, as if they laboured 
To bring manflaughter into form, " fet quarrelling 
M Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 
•« Is valour mift>egot, and. came into the world 
•« When feels and factiops were bttt riewly born/* 
He's truly valiant ^at can' wiftly ftfffer 
The worft that man can! brtfitfihe, arid make his wrong* 
His ontfide wear; hang like his raiment, catfeleftfyt 
And ne'er .prefer hk injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evHs*, *ffd <ttf6*»ce tfs kill, 
What folly :tis to 'hazard life for t\l I 

Ale. My.Lord ^ » ■ 

1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear; 
It is not valouf to revenge, hot 4*ar. 

Ale. My Lords then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I fyeak like a captain. 
Why do fond men eapofe thtm'felves to battle, 
And not endure all threat'nrags, fleep upon't, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? But if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make tfe 
Abroad I Why then, fare women are more vafiattt 
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it ; 
The afs, more than the tyon ; and the fellow 
Loaden with irons wifer than the judge ; 
If wtfdom be in fefffringr Oh, my Lords, 
As you are great; ^tifuWy good ; 
Who cannot condemn- ra(htt«fs : in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is fin's eottre'meft -guft \, 

But in defence, by mercy |, 'tis made ju11» 

To be in anger is impiety : 

• unnoted (or commn % hounded, 
f bebtte t for curb, *manfye. 
j guff, for aggravation. 
| By mercy is meant equity. 
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Bat w ho is roan that is not angry I 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breath in vain. 

Ale. Jn vain \ His fcrvice done 
At Lace daemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a iufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What's that ? 

Ale. I fay, my Lords, h'as done fair fcrvice,. 
And (lain ra battle many of your enemies. 
How full of valour did he bear himfclf 
In the laft conflict, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty wkh 'em* 
He's a fwoln rioter; he has a fin 

That often drowns him r and takes valour pr ifoner- 
Were there no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him. In that beaftly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages* 
And cherifh factions*. 'Tis. inferr'd to us, 
His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
I Sen,. He dies* 

Ale. Hard fate ! he might have died m war. 
My Lords, if not for any parts tn him* 
(Though his right arm might pur chafe his own tame* 
And be in debt to none)* yet more to move you, 
Take my deferts to bis, and join 'em both. 
And, for 1 know, your reverend ages lova 
Security, 111 pawn my victories, 
My honours to you, on his good returns* 
If by this crime he owes the Haw his life, 
Why, let the war received in valiant gore % 
For Jaw is Ariel, and war is nothing more* 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies, urge it na more. 
On height of our dif^leafure. Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that (pills another. 

Ale. Muft it be fo ? it muft not be. 
My Lords, I do befeech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How ? 

Ale* Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What! , 

Ale. 1 cannot think hut your age hath forgot me; 
• faftiw k for iumnltu 
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It conld not elfe be, I ihould prove fo bafe 
To fue, and be deny'd fuch common grace. 
I My wounds ake at you. 

i Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 
*Tis in few words, but fpactous in effc& ; 
We banifh thee for ever. 

Ale. Banifli me ! 
Banifh your dotage, banifli ufury, 
Tliat make the fenate ugly, • 

i Sen. If, after two days' fliine, Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And (now to fweU your fpirit) 

He Ihall be executed prefently. [Exeunt* 
Ale. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I I'm worfe than mad : 1 have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large intereft ; I myfelf 

fcich only in large hurts. All thofe for this ? 

Is this the balfam that the ufuring fenate 

Pours into captains' wounds ? Ha ! banimment I 

It comes not ill : I hate not to be banifh'd ; 

It is a caufe worthy my fpleen and fury, 

That I may ftrike at Athens. I'll cheer up. 

My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

Tts honour with moft hands to be at odds : 

Soldiers as little Ibould brook wrongs as gods. [Exit, 

S C £ N E VII. Changes to Ttmon's houfe. 

Enter divers Senators at fever al doors. 

1 Sen. The good time of the day to you, Sir. 

2 Sen. I aifo wifh it to you. I think this Honourable 
Lord did but try us this other day; 

1 Sen. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encountered. I hope it is not fo low with him, as he 
made it feem in the trial of his feveral friends* 

2 Sen. It fliould not be by the perfuafion of his new 
feafting. 

i Sen. I (hould think fo : he hath fent me an earned 
inviting, which many my near occafions did urge me to 

* kfe, for difiotour'd. 
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put off : bi;t he hath conjur'd me beyond then?, ao4 
1 mud needs appear, 

2 In like manner was I in debt to tpy importu- 
nate bufinefs ; but he wojijd not hear^my excise. lam 
forry, when he; fen t to borrow of t#e, thafr my proyi- 
fion was out. 

1 Sen. I am fick of that grief too, as, I uoderftaad 
how all things go. 

2 Sen. Ev'ry man here's fo. Wh.ajt would he haye 
hprrowedof you? 

1 Sen. A thoufand pieces. 

2 Sen. A thoufand pieces ! 
I Sen* What of you ? 

3 Sen. He fent to me, Sir r-Herehe comes. 

Enter Timon and "attendants. 

Tim. With, all my, heart) Gentlemen both- arid 

how fare vou ? 

1 Sen* Ever at the bed, hearing well of your Lord (hip. 

2 Sen. The f wallow follows not fummer more willing* 
ly, than we your Lord (hip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: fucj* fum* 
mer-birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will 

not reco&ipeofe this long flay : feaft your ears .with the 
mufic a while ; if they will fare fo harOily as on the 
trumpet's found : we (ball to t prefcntly. 

1 Sen. 1 hope it remains not unkindly with your Lord- 
(hip, that 1 return 'd y 09 an empty mefTenger. 

Tim* O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Sen. My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer ? 

[T/>e banquet brought in. 

2 Sen. Mod Honourable Lord', I'm e'en fick of (name, . 
that when your Lordfhip t'other day fent to me, I was 
ft> unfortunate a. beggar. 

Tim. Think not oo*t, Sjr. 

2 Sen. If you had fent but twp hours before ■ 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance* 
Ctome, bring in aU together. 
2 Sen. All coyer'd dlfjies! 
I Sen. Royal cheer, 1 warrant you. 
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3 Sen. Doubt not that, if money and the feafon can 
yield it, 

1 Sen. How do you ? what's the news ? 
3 Sen. Alcibiades is banifh'd : hear you of it ? 
Both. Alcibiades banifh'd ! 
3 Sen. 'Tis fo, be fure of it. 

1 Sen. How ? how ? 

2 Sen. 1 pray you upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

3 Sen. Ill tell you more anon. Here's a noble feaft 
toward. 

2 Sen. This is the old man ftill. * 

3 Sen. Wiii't hold ? will't hold ? 

2 Sen. It does, but time will, and fo - 

3 Sen. 1 do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he 
would to the lip of his miftrefs : your diet (hall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city-feaft of it, to let the 
meat cool e'er w can agree upon the fir ft place. Sit, fit. 

The gods require our thanks. < 

You great benefadors ,fprit;kle our fociety with thankful' 
fiefs. For your own gifts make yourjehes prats' d ; but re* 
ferve fill to give, left your deities be defpifed* Lend to 
each man enough, that one need not lend to another. For 
were your godheads to borrow of men, men would forfake 
the gods. Make the meat beloved, more than the man that 
gives it. Let no ajfembly of twenty be without a fore of 
villains. If there fit twelve women at a tabic* let a dozen 
of them be as they art — The reft of your foes, gods, the 
Senators of Jthens, together with the common lag of people 
nvbat is amifs in them, you gods, make fuitable for deft rue* 
tion. For thefe my friends — as they are to me nothing, fo 
in nothing blefs them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
Uncover, doge, and lap. 

Some Jpeak. "What does his Lordftrp mean ? 

Some other. I know not. 

Tim. May you a better feaft never behold. 
You knot of mouth-friends ! fmoak and lukewarm wa- 
1s your perfection # . This is Timon's l*ft ; f ter 

Who ftuck and fpangled with your flatteries, 
Wafhes them off, and fpr inkles in your faces 

• fcrfcQ\on % for exaB, or ptrftB likcntfs. 
Vol. VI. f M 
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Your realcing villany. Live Ioth'd, and long, 
Aloft fmiling fmooth, detefted parafitcs, 
Courteous deftroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 
Cap-and-knee {laves, vapours and minute-jacks; 
Of man and beaft the infinite malady 
Cruft you quite o'er !■ What, doft thou go ? 

Soft, take thy phyfic firft — thou too and thou— - 

{Throwing the dijhes at ihem % and drives 'em out. 
Stay, 1 will lend thee money, borrow none. 
M'hat! all in motion? henceforth be nofeaft, 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueft. 
Burn houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timonj man, and all humanity ! [Exit, 

Re-enter the Senator*. 

1 Sen, How now, my Lords ? 

2 Sen. Know you the quality of Lord Tunon's fory ! 

3 Sen. Pftia ! did you fee my cap ? « 

4 Sen I've loft my gown. 

1 Sen He's but a mad lord, and nought but hu- 
mour fways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, 
and now he has beat it out of my cap. Did you fee 
my jew el ? 

2 Sen. Did you fee my cap? 

3 Sen. Here 'tis. 

4 Sen. Here lies my gown/ 

1 Sen- Let's make no ftay, 

2 Sen. Lord Timon's mad. 

3 Sen. I feei't upon my bones. 

4 Sen. One day he gives us diamonds, next day ftones. 

[Exeunt* 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Without the walls of Athens. 
Enhr Timon* 

4 T me Dac k u P on tnec > O thou wall, 

* I j That girdleft in thofe wolves ! dive in the earth, 

* Ai d fence not Athens ! Matrons turn incontinent; 
' Obedience fail in children j Haves and fools 
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1 Pluck the grave wrinkled fenate from the bench, 
( And minifter in their fteads : to general filth 
« Convert o' th' inftant green virginity ! 
| c Do't in your parents' eyes. Bankrupts hold faft ; 
4 Rather than render back, ont with your knives, 
1 And cut yow trusters' throats. Bound fervants,fteal? 

• Large-handed robbers your grave matters are 

• And pill by law. Maid, to thy matter's bed ; 

• Thy mi ft re fs is o' th' brothel. Son of fixteen, 

• Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
' And with it beat his brains out ! Fear and piety, 

• Religion to the gods, peace, juftice, truth, 

• Domeftic awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
1 Inftruclion, manners, mifterics, and trades, 

• Degrees, obfervances, cuftoms, and laws, 
1 Decline to your confounding contraries ! 

1 And yet confufion live! Plagues, incident to men* 

• Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

• On Athens, ripe for ftroke ! Thou cold Sciatica, 
; ' Cripple our fenators, that their limbs may hale 

• As lamely as their manners. Luft and liberty 

• Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 

« That 'gainft the ft ream of virtue they may drive,. 
| •■ And drown themfelves in riot ! Itches, biains> 
*- Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their crop 
' Be general leprofy '. Breath infect breath, 
1 That their fociety (as their friendihip) may 
1 Be merely poifon ! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
1 But nakednefs, thou town deteftable !" 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns : 
Timon will to the woods, where be ihall find 
T'a 9 unkindeft beaft much kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all) 
1 h' Athenians both within and out that wall ; 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 

SCENE II. Changes to Timon' s houfe. 

Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

I Ser. Hear you, good matter Reward, where's our- 
Are we. undone, call off, nothing remaining ? [nutter-?. 
'.Ma 
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Flav. Alack, my fellows, whatfliould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Ser. Such a houfe broke ! 

So noble a matter fall'n ! all gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ? 

2 Ser. * As we do turn our backs 

« From our companion thrown into his grave, 
' So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
1 Slink all away ; leave their fulie vows with him, 
« Like empty purfes pick'd ; and his poor felf, 

* \ dedicated beggar to the air, 

* With his difeaie of all-fhunn'd poverty, 

« Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our felldws* 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav* All broken implements of a ruin'd houfe 1 

3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear tiraon's livery, 
That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows ftill, 
Scrv n$ alke in for row. Leak'd is our bark, 
And we poor mates (land on the dying deck, 
hearing the futges threat. We muflall part 
Ii.lo the Tea of air. 

FIjv. Good fellows all. 
The latell of my wealth I'll (hare amongft you. 
Where ever we ih til meet, for Timon "s fake, 
Let's yet be fellows: (hike our heads, and fay, 
( As 'twere a knell unto cur matter's fortunes,) 
We have feen better days. Let each take fome ; 
Kay, put out all your hands ; not one word more, 
'i 1il.s part we rich in forrow, parting poor. 

[He gives them money \ they embrace % and part 
fever a I ivjyt. 

* Oh, the firft wretchednefs that glory brings us ! 
\\ ho would net wifh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to mifery and contempt ? 
Wou'J be fo mock'd with glory, as to live 

But in a dream of friendihip ; 
To have his pomp, and all what ftate compounds, 
tyut only pa'nted, like his varnifli'd friends! 
Poor honell Lord ! brought low by his own heaj-t, 
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Undone by goodnefs : ftrange unufual blood, 

When man's word fin is, he does too much good. 

Who then dares to be half fo kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, doss (till mar men. 

My dearelt Lord, bleiVd to be moll accurs'd, 

Rich only to be wretched, thy great fortunes 

Ate made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind Lord! 

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful feat 

Of monftrous friends. Nor has he with him to 

Supply his lite, or that which can command it : 

I'll follow, and inquire him out. 

I'll ever ferve his mind with my bed will ; 

Wbilft I hive gold, 1 11 be his (leward (till. [ff.v/7; 

S C E N E III. The woods* 

Enter Tirmon. 

Tim. "O bkffiag-breeding fun, draw from the earth' 
" Rotten humidity : below thy fitter's orb 
" Infect the air ! Twina'd brothers of one womb, 
" Whofe procreation, rcfidence, and birth, 
" Scarce is dividant, touch with fevera! fortunes. 
u The greater fcorns the JefTer. Not ev'n nature, 
" To whom all fores lay flege, can bear great fortunes 

But by contempt of nature. 
*' Raife me this beggar, and denude that Lord, 
" The fenator (hall bear contempt hereditary, 

The beggar native honour : 
" It is the pafture lards the wedder's fides, 
I " The want that makes him'Jean. Who dares, -wha^ 
In purity of manhood (land upright, £dures,, 
" And fay this man's a flatterer? If one be; 
" So are they all ; for every greeze of fortune 
" Is fmooth d by*thac below* The learned pate 
u Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique"; 
" There* nothing level in our curled natures, 
" Bat d.rect vilUny." I hen be abhorr'd 
Allteafc, focieties, and throngs of men? 
His fern' lab!e, yea himfelf, Timon difdains. ■■ 
Deitruclion phaiig mankind ! Earth, yield me roots ! 

[Digging tie earths* 
,s Who fceks lor better of thee, fau:c \\u p.ilatc 
J M 3 
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" With thy moo* operant poifon ! What is here ? 

" Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? 

*' No, gods, I am no idle votarift. 

" F oots, ycu clear heav'ns! thus much of this will make 

" Black, white; foul, fair; wrong, right; 

u Bafe, noble; old, young ; coward, valiant." 

* Ycu gods . l why this ? what this ? you gods ! why, this 
' Will lug your piiefts and fervants from your (ides i 

' Pluck ileut mens 7 pillows from below their heads, 

* This yellow Have 

* Will knit and break religions; blefs th' acenrs'd 

* Make the hoar leprofy ador'd; place thieves, 

* And give them tide, knee, and approbation^ 
c \\ ith fenators on the bench : this is it 

* 1 hat makes the waped widow wed again ; 

c She whom the fpittle-houfe and ulcerous fores 
4 Would call the gorge at,, this embalms andfpices 

* T o ih* April day again. Come, damned earth, 

•■ Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'lt odds- 
« Among the root of nations, I will make thee 

* Do thy right nature. [March afar off."] Ha* 

a drum ? thouVt quick.' 

But yet I'll bury thee thou'ltgo, (ftrong thief), 

W hen gouty keepers of thee cannot (land. 

Nay, (lay thou out for earnelr. [Keeping fome gold* 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Alcibi ides cu/7/; drum and fife in warlike manner + 
and Thrynia and Timandra. 

Ale \\ hat art thou there ? fpeak. 

Tim A bead, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy hearty 
For ihewing me again the eyesbt man ! 

Ale. What is thy name ? is man fo hateful to thee* 
T!i it art thyfclf a maa ? 

Tim i am Mifanchropcs, and hare mankind* 
For thy part, I do wifh thou wert a dog, 
That 1 noi,>ht love thee fomething. 

Ale, i know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unbarn'd and flrantre. [thee, 

Tim. i know thee tpo, 'aad more than Uiat 1 know 
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I not defire to know. Follow thy drum, 

" With man's blood paint the ground ; gules, gules ; — 

" Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 

" Then what (hould war be ? this fell whore of thine 

" Hath in her more deftrudUon than thy fword, 

" For all her cherubin- look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off ! 

Tim. I wiH not kifs thee, then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again* 

Ale. How came the Noble Timon to this change ^ 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew 1 could not, like the moon ; 
There were no funs to borrow of. 

Ale. Noble Timon, what friendship may I do thee i 

Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion. 

Ale. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promife me friendlfcip, but perform none. if 
ihou wilt not promife, the gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man : if thou doft perform, confound thee, for. 
thou art a man ! 

Ale. I've heard in'fome fort of thy miferies. 

Tim. 1 hou fow'ft them when I had profperity.. 

Ale- I fee them now, then was a blefled time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held. with a brace of harlots. 

Timan. Is this th' Athenian minion, whom the world: 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra*? 

Timan-. Yes. 

Tim. Bs a whore ftill : they love thee not that ufe 
Give them difeafes, leaving with thee their luft : [thee: 
Make ufe of thy fait hours, fealbn the (laves 
For tubs and baths, bring down the rofe-cheek'cl youth-. 
To th' tub-faft, and the diet. 

Timan, Hang thee, monfter !: 

Ale. Pardon him, fwcet Timandra, for his wits 
Are drown'd and loftin his calamities. 
1 have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band. 1 heard and griev'd, 
How curled Athens, mindlefs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeJs, when neighbour ftates, 
Bac for thy fword and fc-tune, trod upon them — — 
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Tim. I pr'ythee beat thy drum, and get thee' gone. 

jjlc. I ana thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 

Tim. How doft thou pity, him whom thou doft trouble l\ 
I 'ad rather be alone. 

Ale. Why, fare thee well, 
Here's gold for thee. 

Tim. Keep it, 1 cannot eat- it; 

Ale. When I have laid proud Athens on* a Heap— — 
Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gain ft Athens ? 
Ale. Ay, Timon, and have caufe. 
Tim. The -gods confound them all then in thy con* 
queft,. 

And, after thee, when thou haft conquered^ 

Ale Why roe, Timon ? 

Tim. That by killing of villains 
Thou waft born to conquer my country. * 
Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, go on 

* Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

* Will o'er fome high-vie'd city hang his poifoa. 

* In the fick air : let not thy fword fkip one, 

4 Pity not honour 'd age for his white beard, 

* He is an ufurer. Strike me the matron, 

* It is her habit only. that is honeft, 
Herfelfs a bawd. Let not the virgin s cheek 

Make foft thy trenchant fword; for.thofe milk pap**. 

That through the window-lawn bore at mens' eyes, 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ; 

Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe,. 

Whole dim pjed fmifces from fools extort their mercy ; 

Think it a. laftard, whom the oracle 

Hath doubtfully pronoune'd thy throat (hall cut, . 

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft objects, 

Put armour on thi/ie ears, and one thine. eyes 

Whole proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,. 

Nor fight of pheft in holy veltments bleeding. 

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy foldiers. . 

Make large confufion ; .and, thy fury fpent, 

Confounded be thyielf ! Speak not, be gone. 

Ale. Haft thou gold yet ? 
I'll take the gold thougiv'ft me, not thy counfel. 

Tim. Doft thou, or doft thou not, heav'n's curfe up« 
wuheeJ 
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Both* Give us fome gold, good Timon : haft thou 
more i 

Tim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade, 
And to make whole a bawd. Hold up, you fluts* 
Your aprons mouiuant ; you're not oathable, 
Although I know you'll fwear; terribly fwear, 
Into ftrong (hudders, and to heavnly agues, 
The immortal gods that hear you. Spare your oaths : 
I'll truft to your conditions, be whores ftiil. 
And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you, 
Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up. 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoak, 
And be no turn* coats : yet may your pains fix months 
Be quite contrary. Make falfe hair, and thatch 
Your poor thin roofs with burthens of the dead, 

(Some that were hang'd, no matter ) 

! Wear them, betray with them ; and whore on ftill : 
Paint 'till a harle may mire upon your face ; 
A pox of wrinkles i 

Both. Well, more gold what then ? 

Believe that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Confumption fow 
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their (harp fhins, 
And mar mens* fpurring. " Crack the lawyer's voice, 
c< That he may never more falfe title plead, 
11 Nor found his quillets ftirilly. Hoar the flamen, 
" That fcolds againft the quality of flefti, 
" And not believes himfelf. Down with the nofe, 
" Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 

Of him, that, his particular to forefend, 
" Smells fro-n the general weal. Make curl'd-pate 

ruffians bald, 
H And let the unfear'd braggarts of the war 
" Derive fome pain from you. Plague all j 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The lource of all creclion. ■ ■ There's more gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all \ 

Both. More couniel with more money, bounteous Ti- 
mon. 

Tim. More whore, more mifchief firft j I've given 
you earneft. 
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Ale, Strike up the drum towVds Athens; tarewell, 
If I thrive well, I'll vifit thee again. fTtmon: 

Tim If 1 hope well, I'll never fee thee more. • 

Ale. I never did thee harm. 

7im. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me. 

Ale. Cairft thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

Jlc* We but offend him: ftrike. 

[Exeunt Alcibiaa\ Phryn. and Tim and* 

S C E N £ V. 

Tim. « That nature being fick of man's unkindnefs, 
« Should yet be hungry I Common mother, thou 

• Whofe womb unmeaiurable, and infinite bread 

• Teems, and feeds all ; oh thou 1 whofe felf-faroe 

mettle 

• (Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufFd) 
4 Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

• The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom 'd worm ; 

• With all th* abhorred births below cript heav'n, 
« Whereon Hyperion's quick'ning fire doth mine 

• Yield him, who all thy human fans does hate, 

« From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root 

« Enfear thy fertile and conceptious womb; 

« Let it no more being out to ingrateful man. 

« Go great with tygtrs, dragons, wolves, and bears, 

• Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward-face • 
« Hath to the marbled man don all above 

« Never prefented— O, a root — dear thanks! 
« Dr.y up thy harrow'd veins, and plough- torn leas, 
« Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'riih draughts 
« and moifcla un&ious, greafes his pure mind,. 

• That from it all confideration flips.- ■■ - 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man ? plague I plague ! 

Apem I was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affeft my manners,, and dofL ufc thera* 

• fifward-facc*. farfar{ou. 
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Tim. 'Tis then becaufe thou doft not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate; confumption catch thee! 

Apem. " This is in thee a nature but affected, 
" A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung ' 
<c From change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place* 
" This flave-lifce habit, and thefe looks of care ? 
" Thy flatt'rers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie foft • 
" Hug their difeas'd * perfumes, and have forgot' 
" That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe weeds 
" By putting on the cunning of a carper, $ 
" Be thou a flatt'rer now, *nd feek to thrive 
u By that which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee 
" And let his very breath whom thou'lt obferve, ' 
" B,ow off tn y c a P ; praife his raoft vicious drain 
" And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus * ' 
Thou gav'ft thine ears, like tapliers, that bid welcome 
To knaves, and all approaches 'tis moft juft 
That thou turn rafcal : hadft thou wealth again, 
Kafcals would have't. Do not afTume my likenefs. 
Tim. W«re I like thee, I'd throw away myfelf 
Apem. Thou'ft caft away thyfelf, being like thyfelf 
So long a madman, now a fool. What, think'ft thou, 
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain 
Will put thy fhirt on warm \ will thefe mofs'd trees, 
That hav* outliv'd tbe^agle, page thy heels, 
] And fkip when thou points out? will the cold brook 
Candied with ice, cawdle thv morning-tafte ' 
•To curethy o'er.iright'sfurfeit? Call the creatures, 
wnole naked natures live in all the fpight 

• Of wreakful heay'n, whofe bareunhoufed trunks 

• To the conflicting elements expos'd, B 

• Anfwer mere nature ; bid them flatter thee • 
■ Oh! thou malt find 

Tim. A fool of thee ; depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim* 1 hate thee worfe. 

Apem. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatt'reft mifery. 

Apem. I flatter not ; but fay thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why doft thou feek me out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

• Hfea'd, for cauftng dtfeafo. 
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Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Do'ft pleafe thyfclf in'c? 

Apem. Ay. 

77;//- What a knave thou ! 

Apem, " If thou didft put this four cold habit on 
" To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well ; but tbou 
" Doft it Enforcedly : thou'dft courtier be, 
" Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery 
Outflrips uncertain pGmp ; is crown'd before it : 
The one is filling ftill, never compleat ; 
The other, at high wifli t beft ftates, contentlefs, 
Have a diftracted and mod wretched being ; 
Worfe than the worft, content. 
Thou fhouldfl defire to die, being miferable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miferable. 
« Thou art a flave, whom Fortune's tender arm 

• With favour never clafp'd ; but bred a dog* . 

• Hadft thou, like us, from our firft fwatb proceeded 

« Through fweet degrees that this brief world affords, 

« To fuch as may the paffive drugs of it 

« Freely commanjd; thou wouldft have plung'd thyfelf 

« In general riot, melted down thy youth 

« In different beds of luft, and never learn'd 

• The icy precepts of refpeft, but followed 

« The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf, 

« Who had the world as my confectionary, 

< The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of mci 

« At duty, more than I could frame employments; 

« That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves 

• Bo on the oak ; yet with one winter s brufh 

« Fall'n from their boughs, have left me open, bare 
« For every ftorm that blows ; 1 to bear this, 
« That never knew but better, is fome burthen. 

• 7 hy nature did commence in fufPrance, time 

« Hath made thee bard int. W hy fhouldfl thou hate 
men ? 

« They never flatter'd thee. What haft thou given i 
« If thou wilt curie, thy father, that poor rag, - ' 
Muft be thy fubject ; who in fpight put fluff 
To fome fhe-beggar, and compounded thee 
4 Poor rogue hereditary. Hence 1 begon e 

* 'Alluding to the word Cynic t of wbich feft Afcmantos wit. 
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If thou hadft not been born the word • of men, 
Thou hadft been knave and flatterer. 

Jpem Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Jpem. I, that i was no prodigal. 

Tim I, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealth I have fbut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat itf. * \_Eating a root » 

Jpem. What wouWft thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whiHwrnd; if thou 'wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, fo 1 have. 

Jpem. Here is no ufe for gold. 

Tim. The beft and trueft ; 
For here it deeps, and does no hired hnrra. 

Jpem. Where ly'ft o'nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that's above me. t 
Where feed'ft thou o'days, Apemantus ? 

Jpem. Where my ftomach finds meat, or rather 
where I eat it. 

Tim. 'Would potfon wereobedient, and knewmy mind ! 

Jpem. Where would'ft It&ou lend it > 

Tim. To fauce thy dirties. 

Jpem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too much 
curioGty % ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but artde- 
fpis'd for the contrary. \ What tnings in the world 
canft thoa neareft compare to thy flatterers ? 

• worft, for lnt*eft. 
f Thus woujd I eat it. 
Apem. Here 1 will mend thyfeaft. 
Tim. Firft mend my company, take away thyielf. 
Apem. So I (hall mm J my oan, by th* lack of tlrne. 
Tim Tis not well mended lb, it is but botch 'd; 
If n it, I would it acre 
Ap*nu What would'ft, &c. 
\ 1. e. f>r too nvich finictl delicacy. 

H the coutraiy. There's a medlar for thee, cat it, 

Tim On what I hate [ feed nor. 
Apem. Doft hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though ft look like tficc. Apcm 
Vol. VI, + N " 
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Tim* Women neareft ; but men, men, are the things 
thenaf&ves. What wouldft thou do with the world, 
Aperaantus, if it lay in thy power ? 

j4pem Give it the beafts to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Wouldft thou have thyfelf fall in the confufion 
of men, or remain a bead with the beafts f 

jfpem. Ay, Tinaon. 

Tim. « A beafily ambition* which the gods grant thee 
' to attain to ! If thou wert a lion, the fox would be- 
-* guile thee ; if thou wert a lamb, the fox would eat 

* thee ; if thou wert the fox, the lion would fufped thee, 

* when, peradventure, thou wert accus'd by the afs ; if 

* thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee; 
' and ftill thou'dft live but as a breakfaft to the wolf. 

* Jf thou wert the wolf, thy greedinefs would affiicl 

* thee ; and oft thcu (houldft hazard thy life for thy din- 
« ner. Wert thou the unicorn # , pride and wrath, would 

* confound thee, and rrake thine own felf the conqucft 

* of thy fury.. Wert thou a bear, thou wouldft be 
« killd by the horfe; wert thou a horfe, thou wouldft 

* be feiz'd by the leopard; wert thou a leopard, thou 
« wert german to the lion, and the fpots of thy kindred 

* were jurors on ihy life. All thy fafety were remo- 

* tion, and thy defence abfence. What beaft couldft 
« thou be, that were not fubject to a beaft ; and what 

* a beaft art thou already, and feeft not thy lofs in 

* transformatiouP 

Jpem. If thou couldft pleafeme with peaking tome, 
thou niight'ft have hit upon it here. The common- 
wealth of Athens is become a for eft of beafts. 

Apem. An' th* badft hated medlars (boner, thou fhooldft have lo» 
led thyfelf better now. 'What map dldil thoil ever know anthrift, 
that was beloved after his means ? 

Tim. Who, without thofe means thou talk'ft of, didfl thou ever 
know beloved I 

Apem. Myfelf. 

Tim. I undcrrtand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep a dog. 
Apem. What things, &c, 

* The account given of the unicorn is this : That he and the Bob 
being enemies by nalute, as loon as the lion fees the unicorn, he be- 
takes him&lf to a tree. The unicorn, in his fury, and with all <he 
iuittnefs of his courfe, running at him, ftieks hishorn f«ft in the tree, 
and then the lion falls upon him and kills him.- Oejkcr hiji. animal* 
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Tim. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the city ? 

A pern. Yonder comes a poet and a painter. The 
plague of company light upon thee ! I will fear to catch 
it, and give way. When I know not what elfe to do, 
I'll fee thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
(bait be welcome. 

] had rather be a beggar's dog, 'than Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou art the^ap # of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to (pit upon. 
A plague on thee ! 

dpem. Thou art too bad to curie. 

Tim. All villains that do ftand by thee are pure. 

J pern. There is no leprofy but what thou fpeak'fh 

Tim. If I name thee— —Til beat thee j but I fhould 
infecVmy hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off I 

Tim. Away, thou ilTue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive. 
1 fwdon to fee thee< 

Aptm. 'Would thou wouldft burft ! 

Tim. Away thou tedious rogue, I am forry I fball 
lofe a done by thee. 

Apem Beaft£ 

Tim. Slave! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue ! regue 1 rogue V 

[Apem. retreats hachward, as going* 
I am (kk of this falfe world and will love nought 
But ev'n the mere neceffities upon it. 
Then, Timon, prefently prepare thy grave ; 
Lie where the light foam of the fea may beat 
Tby grave-done daily ; make thine epitaph ; 
That death in me at others 1 lives may laugh* 
• thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

- [Looking on the gold*. 
' Twixt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler 
1 Of Hymen's pureft bed ! thou valiant Mars 1 
1 Thou ever young, frefli, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
' Whofe blufh doth thaw the confecrated fnow, 

* u ejhc property, the bnbBle. 

N 2. 
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• That lies on Dian's lap ! thou vifible God,, 

• That fouldreft clofe impoffibilities, 

• And rrak'ft them kifs ! that fpeak'ft with ev'ry tongue, 

• To every purpofe ! oh, thou touch of hearts! 

• Think thy (lave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
f Set them into confounding odds, that beafts 

4 May have the world in empire/ 

Apem. 'Would 'twere fo. 
But not t it I am dead ! I'll fay thou baft gold. 
Thou wilt be throng'd to (hortly. . 
, Tim. Throng'd to ? 

A pent Ay. 

Tim. Thy back ! pr'ythfce.— - 
/I fern. Live, and love thy mifery ! 
Tim. Long live fo, and fo die 1 I am quit. 
Apem. Mo thing* like men— Eat, Timon, and ab- 
hor them. [Exit* Apem* 

SCENE VII. Enter Thieves. 

1 Thief. Where (hould he have this gold ! It is fome 
poor fragment, fome (lender ort of his remainder : the 
mere want of gold, and the falHng off of friends drove 
him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief It is nois'd he hath a mafs.of treafare. 

3 Thief I et us make the aflay upon him ; if he care 
not for't, he will fupply us eafily : if he covctoufly re- 
ferve it, how (hall's get it ? 

2 Thief True ; for he bears it not about him j 'tis 
hid. 

1 Thief Is not this he? 
AIL Where? 

2 Thief 'Tis his defcription. 

3 Thief He ; 1 know him. 
All. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves. 

All. Soldiers ; not thieves. 
. Tim Both too, and womens' fons. 
AIL We are not thieves, but men that much do 
want. 

Tim. Your greateft want is, you want much of meet. 
" Why (hould you want ? beheld* the earth hath roots ; 
" Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings; 
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* The oaks bear mads, the briars fcarlet hips : 
« The bounteous hufwife nature on each bum 
« Lays her full~mefs before you. Want ? why want ?* 
1 Thief \ We cannot Jive on grafs, on berries, water 
to beaib, and birds, and fifties. 

Tim. Nor on the beads themfelves, the birds and fifties j- 
You muft eat men. " Yet thanks I muft you con, 
" That you are thieves profefs'd : that you work nor 
" In holier (tapes; for there is boundlefs theft 
•* Jn limited * profefiions. Rafcals, thieves, 
" Here's gold. Go, fuck the fubtle blood o' th' grape,. 
" Till the high feyer feethe your blood ro froth, 

And fo 'fcape hanging. Truft not the phyfician ; 
" His antitodes are poifon, and he flays 
M More than you rob, takes wealth and life together. . 
" Do villany, do, fince you profefs to do't, 
M Like workmen; I'll example you with thievery. 
M The fun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
" Robs the vaft fea. The moons an arrant thief, 
w And her pale fire (he fnatches from the fun. • 
** The iea's a thief, whofe liquid furge refolves 
" The mounds into fait tears. The earth's a thief; . 
" That feeds and breeds by a com po (lure ftoln 
" From gen'ral excrements : each thing's a thief. 
u The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
" Have unchecked theft." Love not yourfelves, away*, 
Rob one another, there's more gold ; cut throats; 
All that you meet, are thieves : to Athens go, 
Break open (hops, for nothing can you fteal 
But thieves do lofe it: fteal not lefs for what 
I 'give, and gold confound you howfoever 1 Amen; 

lExiti 

3 Thief J H'as almoft charmed me from my profcflion, 
by perfuading me to it. 

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thiw 
advifes us, not to have us thrive in our miftery. 

2 Thief I'll believe him as an enemy ; and give over 
my trade. ^ 

1 Thief Let us firft fee peace in ftnteiu. 

2 Thief There is no time fo miferable,4^t a man 
may be true. " [Exeunt. 

• limited for Upl. 

N 3 ; 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Tbe woods, and Timon's cave* 

Enter Flavius. . 

Flav. /*"\H, you gods! . 

V^/ Is yon defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord? 
Pull of decay and failing ? oh, monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd ! 
What change of humour defpVate want has made ? 
What viler thing upon the earth, than friends* 
Who can bring nobleft minds to bafeft ends ! ^ 
How rarely * does it meet with this time's guife, 
When man was will'd to love his enemies ? * 
Grant I may ever love, and rather too, 
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that woo i 
H'as caught me in his eye, I will prefent 
My honeft grief to him ; and, as my lord, 
Still ferve him with my life. My dearea mailer ! 

• Timon comes forward from his cave* 

Tw* A wa 7 - wl >at art thou ? 

Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 

Tim Why doft thou afk that ? I have forgot aH mea. 
Then, if thou grantea that thou art a man, 
1 have forgot thee. 

Flav. An honea fervant,— 

7im. Then I know thee not. 
I ne'er had horiea man about me, all ^ 
1 kept were knaves, to ferve in meat to villams. 

Flav. The gods are witnefs, 
Ne'er did poor aeward wear a truer grief 
lor his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

Tim What, doa thou weep ? come nearer, then I 
lecafcie thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft P<>vc thee, 
Flinty mankind ; whofe eyes do never give 
But or through lua or laughter, t 

Flav. \ beg cf you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'acc'ept my. grief, and whiia this poor wealth kits* 
To entertain me as your aeward ftill. 

* rarely, for fit ; not for fildem. 

x or laughter. tfty's fleeping ; 

Strange times, that weep with lauj>l»ng, npl wilh wceptn&l ' 
Flav. 1 Leg of you, &c , 
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Tim. Had I a Reward 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ? 
It aim oft turns my dangerous nature * mild. 
Let me behold thy face : fur el y,. this man 
Was born of woman. 

u Forgive my gen'ral and exceptlefs rafbnefs, 
" Perpetual, fofoer gods ! 1 do proclaim 

One honed man : miftake me not, but one* 
" No more, I pray ; and he's a Reward. 
" How fain would I have hated ail mankind, 
" And thou redeem'ft tbyfelf : but all, fa ve thee, 
u I fell with curfes. 

•* Methlnks thou art more honeft now, than wife ; 

" For, by oppreffing and betraying me, 

" Thou might 'ft have fooner got another fervice : 

•* For many fo arrive at fecond mailers, 

" Upon their fir ft lord's neck* But tell me true, 

" (For 1 muft ever doubt, tho* ne'er fo Aire), 

" Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, 

" A ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts," 

Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

tlav No, my moft worthy matter, (in whofe breaft 
Doubt and iufpec*t., alas, are placed too late}* 
You lhould have fear'd falfe times, when you did feaftj 
Sufpcd iiill comes, where an ettate is leaft. 
That wbkh I (hew, heav'a knows, » merely love, 
Duty, and zeal, to your unmatched mind, 
Caie oft your food aod living ; and believe it. 
For any benefit that points to me 
Either in hope, or prelent, l.d exchange 
For this one wifti, that yon had power and wealth 
To requite me by nuking rich yourself. 

Ism Look thee, 'tis fo \ thou ungjy honeft man, 
Here, take; the gods out of my milery 
Have lent thee trcafure Go, live rich and happy t 
But this condition'd ; thou lhalt build from men ; 
hate all, curie aii, lhew charity to none ; 
But let the tamith'd flelh Hide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs 
W hat thou deny'ft to men. Let prifons iwallow 'em* 
Debts wither 'em ; be men like blafted woods, 
And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods I 

* fydan&trm nature* is n*ani ivUdttefi. 
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And fo farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. O let me flay, and comfort you, my mailer. 

Tim. If thouhat'ft curfes, 
Stay not, but fly, whilft thou art blefs'd and free; 
Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee. 

[Exeunt feveral/jr. 

SCENE II. Enter Poet and Painter. 

Pain, As I took note of the place, it can't be far 
where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? does the ru- 
mour hold for true, that he's fo full -of gold ? 

Pain. Certain. A Icibiades reports it: Phrynia and" 
Timandra had gold of him : he likewife inrich'd poor 
draggling ibldters with great quantity. 'Tis faid he 
gave his fteward a migfity fum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of hk has been but a triaf 
of his friends ? 

Pain. Nothing elfe: you (Kali fee him a palm in A- 
thens again, and flouriCh with the higheft. Therefore 
'tis not amifs we tender our loves to him, in this f»p~ 
pofed diftrefs of his. It will (hew honeftly in us, and is 
very likely to load our purpofes with- what they travel 
for, if it be a juft and - true report that goes of his ha- 
ving. 

Poetd What have you. now to prefent-uuto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my vifitation : only 
I will promife him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I mud ferve him fa too ; tell htm of an intent 
that's coming toward hiaw 

Pain . Good as the beft; " Promifiag is the very air 
•* o* th' time ; it opens the eyes of expectation. Per- 
«« formance- is ever- the duller for his aft, and, but in: 
" the plainer and Ampler kind of people, the deed is 
" quke out of ufe. To promtfe* is raoft courtly and 
" fafhionable : performance is a kind of will or tefta- 
€t ment, which argues a great ficknefs in his judgment 
" that makes it*" 

Re-enter Timon from his cave unfecn* 

Tim. Excellent workman! thou canft not paint a* 
man fo bad* as thyfelf. 
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Poet. " I am thinking, what I (hall fay I have pro* 
•« vided for him : it muft be a perfonating * of himielf ; 
" a fatyr againft the foftnefs of profpcrity, with a dif- 
>c tovery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and 
•« opulency. 

Tim. Muft thou needs ftand for a villain in thine own 
work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men I 
do fo, 1 have gold for thee. 

Pain Nay, let's feek him. 
Then do we fin againft our own eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Poet. True. 

Pain. While the daf ferves, before black-corner'* 
night, 

Find what thou want'ft, by free and ofier'd light* 
Come. 

, Tim. I'll meet you at the turn 

What a*god's gold, that he is worlhipped 

In bafer temples, than where fwine do feed ! 

*Tis thou that rigg'ft the bark, andpiow'ft the foam, 

Settled admired rev'rence in a Have ; 

To thee be worfhip, and thy faints for aye 

Be crown 'd with plagues, that thee alone obey i 

'Tis fit I meet them 

Poet. Hail! worthy Timon, 

Pain. Our late noble matter. 

Tim. Have I once liv*3 to fee two honeft men. 

Poet. Sir, having bf ten of your bounty tatted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off, 
Whofe thanklefs natures, (oh abhorred fpirits !) 
Not all the whips of heav n are large enough — ■ 
What ! to you ! 

Whofe ftar-like noblenefs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I am rapt, and cannot 
Cover the monftrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may fee't the better t 
You that are honelt, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feen and known. 

Pain, He and myfelf 
Have traveled in the great fliower of your gifts, 

• ferfinat'ingi for rc$refenting % (imply. 
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And fweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you're honed men. 

Pain, We're hither come to offer you our fervice. 

Tim. Mo(l honed men ! why, how (hall I requite you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice. 

Tim. Y'are honed men; you've heard that I have 
gold; 

I'm fure you have; fpeak truth, y'are honed men. 

Pain. So it is fa id, my Noble Lord 5 but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honed man* thou draw'da counterfeit 
Bed in all Athens ; thou'rt indeed the bed ; 
Thou counterfeit^ mod lively. 

Pain. So, fc, my Lord. 

Tim. Ev'n fo, Sir, as I fay— .And for thy fiction* 

[To the Poet. 
Why, thy verfe fwells wkh duff fo fine and ftnooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 
But for all this, my honed-natur'd friends, 
I mud needs fay, you have a little fault ; 
Marry, not mondrous in you ; neither wifh I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Befeech your honour 
To make it known to us* 

Tim . You'll take it ill. 

Both. Mod thankfully, my Lord. 

Tim. Will you indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy Lord. 

Tim. There's ne'er a one ot you but truds a knave. 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my Lord"? 

Tim. Ay, and you bear him cogg, fee him diffemble, 
Know his grofs patchery, love him, and feed him, 
Keep in your bofom, yet remain aflur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain. 

Pain. 1 know none fuch, my Lord* 

Poet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well, I'll give you gold; 
Rid me thefe villains from your companies ; 
Hang them, or dab them, drown them in a draught. 
Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me, 
Ml give you gold enough. 
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Both. Name them, my Lord, let's know them, 
Tim* You that way, and you this;— but two in 
company # — — 
Each man a part, ail Tingle and alone, 
Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art, two villains (hall not be, 

[To the Painter. 
Come not near bim.* « If thou would'ft not refine 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack, there's gold ; ye came for gold, ye (laves ; 
You have work for me ; there's your payment, hence ! 
You are an alchymift, make gold of that : 
Out, rafcal dogs I [Exit, beating and driving *em out. 

SCENE III. Enter Flavius and two Senators. 

Flav. It is in vain that you would fptftk with Tim on : 
For he is fet fo only to himfelf, 
That nothing but himfelf which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave. 

It is our part and promife to th* Athenians 
To fpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not dill the fame ; 'twas time and griefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him ; bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his cave. 
Peace and content be here, Lord Timon ! Timon! 
Look out, and fpeak to friends : th' Athenians 
By two of their moft rev'rend fenate greet thee j 
Speak to them, Noble Timon. ~ * 

Enter Timon out of his cave. 

Tim. Thou fun, that comfort'ft, burn ! » 
Speak, and be hang'd ; 
For each true word a blifter, and each fal/e 
Be cauterizing to the root o' th' tongue, 

• Thitis an imperfect fcntcncc; and is to be furplied thus, But 
two in company fpXU all. 
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Gonfnming it with fpeakiogl 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon, ■ . 

Tim — Of none but fuch as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim I thank them ; and would fend them back the 

Could I but catch it for them. [plague, 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are forry for ourfelves, in thee : 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On Ipecial dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy bed ufe and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confefs 

Tow'rd thee forge tfulnefs, too general, grofs ; 

And now the public body, (which doth feldom 

Play the racanter), feeling in itielf 

A lack of Timgp's aid, hath fenfe withal 

Of its own fall, reftraining aid to Timon ? 

And fends forth us to make their forrowed tender, 

Together with a recompence more fruitful 

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 

Ay, ev'n fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth, 

As (hall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs. 

And write in thee the figures of their love, 

Ever to read them thine 

Tim. You witch me in it, 
Surprife me to die very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fool s heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep thefe comforts, worthy Senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore fo pleafe tbee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 

The captainfhip : thou (halt be met with thanks, 

Hallow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name 

Live with authority : foon we lhall drive back 

Of Alcibiades the approaches wild, 

"Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up 

His country's peace. 

2 Sen. And (hakes his threat'ning fword 
Againft the walls of Athens. 

1 en Therefore, Timon 

Tim. W eil, ^ir, I will ; therefore I will, Sir ; thus— 
If Alcibiades kill my couutrymen, 
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Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

That Timon cares not. If he fack fair Athens, 

And take our good J y aged men by th' beards, 

Giving our holy virgins to the (lain 

Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-braia'd war; 

Then let him know, and tell him, Timon fpeaks it; 

In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot chufe but tell him, that I care not. 

And let him take't at word ; for their knives care not, 

While you have throats to anfwer. For myfelf, 

There's not a whittle in th* unruly camp, 

Bat I do prize it in my love, before 

The reverend'ft throat in Athens. So I leave you 

To the protection of the profp'rous * gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not, all s in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 
It will be fecn to morrow. My long ficknefs 
Of health and living now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live (till; 
Be Alcibiades your plague ; you his ? 
And lad fo long enough ! 

l Sen. We ipeak in vain. 

1im% But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 

I Sen. That's well fpoke. * 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, 

1 Sen. Thefe words become your lips, as they pafs 

thro* them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

| Tim. Commend me to them, 

And tell them, that to eafe them of theirgrtefs, 
Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their achs, lofles, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes, 
That nature's fragile veffel doth fuftain 
In life's uncertain voyage, i will do 
Some kindneis to them, teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiades' wrath. 
2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

• proftxrous, for happy. The clalGcal epithet of the sods. 
Vol. VI. f O 
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Tim . I have a tree which grows here In my clofc, 
That mine ufe invites me to cut down, 
And (hortly muft 1 fell it. Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe 
To (lop affliction, let him take his hade ; * 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the ax, 
And hang himfclf. ■ -1 pray you,, do my greeting. 

Flav.Vtx him no further, thus you ftill fhall find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens, 
Timonhath made his everlafting manfion . 
Upon the beached verge of the fait flood -% 
Which once a-day with his imboned froth 
The turbulent furge (hall cover : thither come, 
And let my grave ftone be your oracle. 
Lips, let four words go by, and language end : 
What is amifs, plague and infection mend ! 
Graves only be mens' works, and death their gain 1 
Sun, hide tby beams 1 Timon hath done his reign. 

\Exit Timon. 

1 Sen. His difcontenis are tmremoveably coupled to 

his nature, 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead ; let us return, 
And (train what other means isjeft unto us 

In our dear peril. 

I Sent It requires fwift foot. [Exeunt* 

SCENE IV. Changes to the walls of Athens. 

Enter t*wv other Senators , with a Mejfenger. 

1 Sen* Thou haft painfully difcover'd ; are his hies 
As full as thy report ? 

Mejf. I have fpoke the leaft. 
Befides, his expedition promifes 
Prefent approach. 

2 Sen. We Itand much hazard, if they bring not Timon* 
Mejf. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend y 

And though in general part we were oppos'd, 

Yet our old love had a particular force, 

And made us fpeak like friends. This man was riding 

From Alclbiades to Timon 's cave, 

With letters of intreaty, which imported 
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His fellowfhip i'th' caufe againft your city r 
la part for his fake mov'd. 

Enter the other Senators. 

I Sen. Were come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expecl. — 
The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful fcouring 
Doth choke the air with duft. In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the mare*. [Exeunt. 

* C E N E V. Before the walls of Athens. 

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his powers. 

Ale. Sound to this coward and lafcivnous town 
Oar terrible approach. 

[Sound a parley. The Senators appear upon the walls. 
Till now you have* gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious meafure, making yourVills 
The fcope of juftice. Till- now mylelf, and fuch 
As flept within the (hadow of your power, 
Have wanderd with our travers'd arms, and breath'd 
Our fufferance vainly* Now the time is flufti, 
When crouching marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries of itfelf, No more : now breathlefs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eafe„ 
And purfy Infolence ihall break his wind 
With fear and* horrid flight. 

i Sen. Noble and young, 
When" thy firft griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadll power, or we had caufe to fear; 
We fent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 

* — our foes the fnare. ' 

Enter a Soldier in tht -woods, feckitig Timon. 

Stf. By all defeription this (bould be the place. 

Who's here i fpeak, ho. No anfwer .'—-What is, this? 

Timoo is dead, who hath out ftretch'd his fpau. ; 
tome beift rcar'd this ; here docs not live a man. 
Dead, fure, and this his grave; what's on this tomb? 
1 cannot read ; the charatf er I'll take with wax;, 
Our captain hath in every 6gure (kill* 
An ag'd interpreter, tho' young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's iet down by this,. 
Whofc fall the mark of his ambition is*. 

SCO &c. O x 



tExit. 
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To wipe oat oar ingratitude, with lores 
Above their * quantity. 

2 Sen* So did we woo 
Transformed Thaon to our city's love 
By humble menage, and by promised 'mends r 
We were not all unkind, nor all defer ve 
The common ftrcke of war. 

1 Sen. Thefe walls of ours 

Were not cre<5ted by their hands, from whom 
You have rcceiv'd ycur griefs : nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchools ihould fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living, 

Who were the motives that you firft went out: 

Shame that t hey wanted cunning, in excels 

Hath broke their hearts. March on, oh, Noble Lord, 

Into our city with thy banners fprcad ; 

By decimation and a tithed death, 

if thy revenges hunger for that food 

Which nature lothes, take thou the deftia'd tenth: f 

1 Sen. All have not offended : 

For thofe that were, it is not fqtrare to take 
On thofe that are, revenge : crimes, like to lands. 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage ; 
Spare thy Athenian cradle* and thofe km 
Which in the blufter of thy wrath aiuft fall 
With thofe that have offended ; like a lhepherd K 
Approach the fold, and cull th* infelted forth ; 
But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt* 

Thou rather (halt inforce it with thy fmile, 
Than htw to't with thy fword. 

1 Sen. Set but thy foot 

Againft our rampir'd gates, and they fhall ope t 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thou'lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw ihy glove, 

* their referf to rt$et+ 

+ take iboo tht dtffin'd tenth ? 

And by the hazard of the fpatud dye, 
' 3Let die the fpotted, 
1 St «. All have, cW» 
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Or any token of thine honour elfe, 
That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redrefi, 
And not as our confufion : all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have feaPd thy full defire. 

Ale. Then there's my glove ; 
Defcend, and open your uncharged ports ;. 
Thofe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you yourfelves (ball fet out for reproof, j 
Fall, and no^more; and to atone your fears * 
With my more noble meaning, not a man , 
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the dream 
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds ;. «! 
Bat (hall be remedied by public laws 
At he a vie ft anfwer. 

Both. *Tis mod nobly fpoken. 

Ale. Defcend, and keep your words> > j 

Enter a Soldier* 

SoL My noble General, Timon is dead, 
Intomb'd upon the very hem o' th' fea ; 
And on the grave- (lone this infculpture, which 
With wax I brought away ; whofe foft impreffion? 
Interpreteth for my poor ignorance, 

[Alcibiades reads the epitaph,] 

Here lies a wretched corfe, of wretched foul Bereft : 
Seek not my name: a plague confume you caitiffs left! 
Here lie 1 Timon> <wbo all living men did hate ; 
Pafs by, and curfe thy fl/, butjlay not here thy gait. 

Thcfe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits: 

Tho" thou abhorr'dft in us our human griefs, 

Scorn* d our brine's flow, and thofe our droplets, whiclt 

From niggard nature fall ; yet rich conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for ay 

On thy low grave,— -On : faults forgiven. Dead 

Is noble Timon, of whofe memory 

Hereafter more Bring me into your city, 

And I will ufe Ahe olive with my fword ; 
Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war ; make 
Prescribe -o other, as each other's leach. [each 
Let our drums itnke. - [Exeunt* 

O 3 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



SA turninu ajintotbt late Em- 
peror of Rome, and afterwards 
declared Emperor himfelf, 

Baflianus, brother to Saturninus, 
in love with LaVtnia. 

Titus Andronicus, a Noble Ro- 
man % Generd ogaittft the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of 
the People, and brother to lit as. 

Marcus, S 

Quimtis, t fins to Titus Andro- 
Lucius, f ulcus, 
Mutius, J 

Young Lucius, a boy, fin to io- 
cius. 

Publius, fin to Marcus the Tri. 
bune, and nephew to Tttus An- 
dronkus* 



Scitrprontus. 
AUrbus, "> 

Chiron, C fins to Tamora, 
Demetrius, j 

Aaron, a Moo*, belov*d by Tar 
mora. 

Captain, from Titus f s camp. 
^Emilius, a mejfenger. 
Goths, and Romans. 
Clown. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, 
and afterwards married to Sa- 
turninus. 

Lavioia, daughter to Tkms Aw* 
dronicus. 

Nurfe, with a Black- a -moor child. 

Senators, Judges, Officers. Soi~ 
diers, and other Attendants. 



S CENE, Rome, and the country near it. 



ACT I. 



SCENE 



Before the Capitol in Rome. 

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aU/t, as in the fenate. 
Enter Saturninus and his fotlowers, at one door ; and 
ftaffianus and bis followers at the other ,nvith drum and 
# colours. 

Sat. 1^ 7 Oblc Patricians, patrons of my right, 

Defend the juftice of my caufe with arms : 
-* ^ And countrymen, my loving followers, 
£lead my fucceffive title with your f words, 
I am the firft born fon of him that Jail 
Wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
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Then let 1x17 father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Baf. Romans, friends, fbll'wers, favourers of my 
If ever Banian us, Caefar's Ion, C ri S nt » 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this paflage to the Capitol ; 
And fuffer not dilhonour to approach 
Th' imperial feat, to virtue confecrate, 
To juftice, continence, and nobility : 
But let defer t in pure election mine ; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice* 

Enter Marcus Andrpnkus aloft, with the crown* 

Mar. Princes that drive by factions, and by friends, 
Ambitioufly for rule and empery ! 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we (land 
A fpecial party, have by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Chofen Andronicus, furnamed Pius, 
For many good and great deferts to Rome. 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within our city- walls. 
He by the fenate is accited home, 
From weary wars againft the barbVous Goths ; 
That with his fbns (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yok*d a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are fpent fince fir ft he undertook 
This caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms 
Our enemies' pride. Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons 
In coffins from the field. 
And now at laft laden with honour's fpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned 'Titus, flourifhing in arms. 
Let us intreat, by honour of his name, 
"Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and fenate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength ; 
Dumtfs your followers, and, as fuitors thould, 
Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs. 
Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks to calm my thoughts I 
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2?<t/I Marcus Andronicus, foldoaftjr 
In thy uprightnefs and integrity, 
And fo I love and honofur thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his fons 
And her to whtfm our thoughts are humbled aft, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament ; 
That I will here difmifs my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
Commit my caufe in balance to be weigh'd. 

{Exeunt Soldier*. 

Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
I tha&k you all, and here difmifs you all ; [right* 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myfelf, ury perfon, and the caufc 
Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in-. 

Baf. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 

[They go up into the fenate-houfr m 

SCENE IF. Enter a Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way ; the good Andronicus r 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beft: champion* 
Succefsfuf in the battles that 'he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is return 'J, 
From whence he circumfcribed uithliis. fword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 

Sound drums and trumpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus; ajter them, two men bearing a coffin cover d 
with black ; then Quintus -and Lucius. After them^ 
Titus Andrunicus; and then Tamora, the ^ueen of 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius, <wiib Aaron* 
the Moor, prifoners ; fotdiers, and other attendants. 
They fet down the coffin, and Titus fpcaks. 

Tit. Hair, Rome, victorious in my mourning weeds I 
Lo, as the bark, that hath difcha- g d her freight, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From whence at firft {he weigh 'd her anchorage ; 
Cometh Androuicus with laurel boughs, 
To re-falute his country with his tears; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 
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Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons, 

Half of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poor remains alive and dead f 

1 hefe that furvive let Rome reward with love r 

Thefe that I bring unto their lateft home, 

With burial air.ong their anceftors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to (heath my fword : 

Titus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own, 

Why fuflPer'ft thou thy fons, unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx ? 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[They dp en the toml* 
There greet in filence, as the dead are wont, 
And fleep in peace, fiain in your country's wars. 
O facred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 

How many fons of mine haft thou in ftore r 

That tbou wilt never render to me more ! 

Luc* Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths, 

That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 

Ad manes /rat rum facrifice his flelh, 

Before this earthly prifon of their bones : 

That fo the fliadows be not unappeas'd, 

Nor we difturb'd witlS prodigies on earth. 
Tit. I give him you, the nobleft that furvives : 

The eldeft fon of this diifrefed Qteep. 
Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious conqueror* 

Viclorius Titus, rue the tears I (bed, 

A mother's tears in paflion for her fon : 

And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee, 

0, think my fons to be as dear to me. 

Sufficeth not that we are brought to Rome, 

To beautify thy triumphs and return, 

Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke ! 

But muft my fons be flaughter'd in the ftreets, 

For valiant doings in their country's caufe ? 

O ! if to fight for King and common- weal 

Were piety in thine, it is in thefe. 

Andronkus, (lain not thy tomb with blood* 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the &ods f 
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Draw near them then in being merciful ; 

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 

Thrice noble Titus, fpare my fir ft born Ton. 

Tit. Patient yourfelf, Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren flain 
Religioufly they afk a facrifice : 
To this your fon is mark'd, and die he mail, 
T* appeafe their gronin-g fliadows that are gonev 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight. 
And with our fwords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbs till they be clean confum'd. 

[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus, and Lucius* 
with Alarbus. 

Tarn, O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppofe me Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus, go to reft ! and we furvive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening looks. 
Then, Madam, ftand refolved ; but hope withal, 
The fclf-iame gods that aim'd the Queen of Troy 
With opportunity of (harp revenge* 
Upon the Thracian tyrant # in her tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths, 
( When Goths were Goths, and TWmora was Queen)* 
To quit hex bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quint us, and Lucius. 

Luc, See, Lord and Father, how we have performed 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus* limbs are lopp'd ; 
And intrails feed the facrificing fire ; 
Whole fmoak, like incenfe, doth perfume the flcyV 
Remainefeh nought but to inter our brethren,. 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome. 

77/. Let it be fo» and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewei ta their fouls. 

[Then found trumpets > and lay the coffins in the. tamh 
In peace and honour reft you here, my ions, 
Rome's readieft champions, repofe you here-, 

• Polymncftor, whofe eyes were pulled out, an J fons murdered 
by Hecuba, in revenge for his having trcachcroufly flaw her fan Po- 
Ijdorc. Estrip. in Hec. 
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Secure from worldly chances and mifliaps. 
Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells ; 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms* 
No noife bat filence and eternal fleep. 
Ia peace and honour reft you here, my fonsl 

SCENE III. Enter Laviaia. 

Lav, In peace and honour live Lord Titus long* 
My noble Lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo J at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obfequies : 
And at thy feet 1 kneel with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O, blefs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whofe fortune Rome's heft citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly preferv'4 
The cordial of mine age^ to glad mine heart J 
Lavinia, Jive ; outlive thy father's days, 
In Fame's eternal date for Virtue's praife ! 

Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks gentle Trihune, noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from fuccefsful wars, 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in fame : 
Fair Lords, jour fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's fervice drew your fwords. 
But fafer triumph in this funeral pomp, 
That hath afpir'd to Solon's happinefs ; 
And triumphs over chance, in Honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
"Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft, 
This palliament of white and fpotlefs hue ; 
Aad name thee in election for the empire, 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperor's fons^ 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on ; 
And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his that (hakes for age and feeblenefs. 
What ! Ihould I don this robe and trouble you ? 
Be chofe with proclamations to-day, 
lo-morrow yield up rule, refign my life, 
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And fct abroach new buGnefs for you all ? 
Rome, I have been thy foldier forty years, 
And led my country's ftrength fuccefsfully ; 
And buried one and twenty valiant fons, 
Knighted in field, (lain manfully in arms, 
In right and fervice of their noble country. 
Give me a ftafF of honour for mine age. 
But not a fceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it lad. 

Mar. Titus, thou (halt obtain and afk the empcry* 

Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou tell— 

Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus— — 

Sat . Romans, do me right*. 
Patricians, draw your fwords, and (heath them not* 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor. 
Andronictts, would thou wert (hipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee, Prince; I will re (lore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from theoafelves. 

Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till 1 die : 
My faclion, if thou ftrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moft thankful be : and thanks to men , 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I afk your voices, and your fuffrages ; 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus \ 

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his fafe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you ; and this fuit I make, 
That you create your Emperor 's eldeft fon 
Lord Saturnine ; whole virtues will, 1 hope, 
Reflccl on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen jufhce in this common-weal. 
Then, if you will elecl by my advice, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperor 1 

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus Rome's great Emperor; 
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And fay, Long live our Emperor Saturnine ! 

[A long flottrijht till they come dawn. 
Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneft: 
And for an onfet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my Emprefs, 
Rome's royaLmiftrefs, raiftrefs of my heart, 
And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe. 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleafe thee ? 

Tit, It doth, my worthy Lord ; and in this match 
I hold me highly honoured of your Grace : 
And here in fight of Rome, to Saturninus, 
King and commander of our common -weal, 
The wide woild's Emperor, do I confecrate 
My fword, my chariot, and my prifoners ; 
Prefents well worthy Rome's Itnperial Lord. 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour's enfigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat* Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life I 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ihall record ; and when I do forget 
The lead of thefe unfpeakable deferts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, Madam, are you prifoner to an Emperor j 
To him, that for your honour and your liate 
"Will ufe you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue [To Tamora . 
That I would chufe, were 1 to chufe anew. 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome : 
Princely ihall be thy ufage every way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths. 
Lavinia, you are not difpleas'd with this ? 

Lav. Not I, my Lord ; fith true nobility 
'Warrants thefe words in princely courtefy. 

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavinia ; Romans let us go. 
Vol. VI. t * 
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Ranfomlefs here w fet our prifoners free ; 
■Proclaim our honour*, Lords, with trump and drum. 

Baft Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

[^Seizing Lavinla. 

Tit. How, Sir ? are you in earoeft then, my Lord ? 

Baf. Ay, Noble Titus; an4 refolv'd withal 
To do myfelf this reafon and this right. 

[The Emperor courts Tamora in vhnxbjhew. 

Mar. Straw cuique is our Roman jufticfe : 
This prince in juftice feizeth but his own. 

Luc* And that he will and fhall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Nereis the Empetor's^vard ? 
Treafon, my Lord ! Lavinfa is furpris'd. 

Sat. Surpris'd \ by whom ? 

Baf. By him that juftly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the vaorld away. 

[Exit. Baffianus with Laiinla. 

SCENE IV. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence araay, 
And with my Avord I'll keep this itoorfecure. 

Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll foon bring her^ack. 

Mut. My Lord, you pafs not here.. ■ ' ■ 

Tit. What! villain boy, 
Sarr'ft me my way in Rome ? [He kHfs itbn. 

Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 

Luc. My Lord, yoa are oiojuft, andmoretfoafclb; 
In wrongful quarrel you have "flam your ftm. 

j it. Nor tlrou nor he are any ibis of mine : 
My fons would never fb drfhoncrur me. 
Traitor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to^be his wife. 
That is another's lawful promised love. 

Sat. No Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not \ 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock ; 
I'll truft by leifure him that mocks me onee : 
Thee neter, nor thy traiterous haughty fons, 
Confederates alL, thus to difhonottrme. 
Was there none elfe in Feme to make a fbele of, 
gut Saturnine? Full" well, AndronScus, 
Agree thefe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
7 tot faid'ft, 1 begjj'd the empire at thy hands* 
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77/. O monftrQiut! what reproachful words are tbefe f 
But g^thy ways: g«, give that changing piece, 

To him that flourifb'd for her with fafefword ; 

A valiant foiwn-l&w thou, &aJt enjoy ; 

One fit to bandy \yith thy lawlef* fon£. 

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

7/7. Thefe words are raaors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 

That, like the (lately- Phasbe 'moog her nymphs, 
Doft overfhine the gallant'ft dames of Rome ; 

If thou be pleas 'd with this my fudden choice, 

Behold I chafe thee, Tamora, for ray bride, 

And will create thee Emprefs of Rome* 

Speak, Queen of Goths, doft thou applaud ray choice? 

.A ad .here I fwear by all the Roman gods, 

(Sith priest and holy water are fo near, 

And tapers burn fo bright, an4 every thing 

1 o readinefs for Hymeneus ftands) , 

1 will not te-falute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace* till from forth this place 

I lead efpous'd my bride along with roe. 

7* am. And here m fight of rieav'n to Rome I fwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths* 
She will a handmaid be to his defires, 
Jt lowing nnrfe, a mother to his youths 

Afcend, fair Qtjeen, Pantheofc ; Lords accornv 
Tour noble Emperor, and hos lovely bride, LP an 7 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine ; 
Whofe wildom hath her fortune conquered j 
There Ihall we coafummate our fpouiai rites. {Exeum 

SCENE V. Manet Titus Andronicus. 

777. I am not bid to wait upon this bride, 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk atone, 
X)iihonour'd thus, aqd challenged of wrongs? 

Enter Marcus Adronicus, Lucius, Quintus, /a Marcus, 

Mar. Oh, Titus, fee, oh, fee, what thou haft done J 
In a bad quarrel {lain a virtuous fcn. 

Tit. No, foolifli frihune, no : no fon o£ mine, 
Nor thou, nor theie confederates in the deed, 
Thafc hath dilhonour'd all our family; 

B.2. 
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Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons. 

Luc. But Jet us give him burial as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Tiaitors, away ! he reds not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath ftood, 
Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified : 
Here none but foldicrs, and Rome's fervitors, 
Repofe in fame; none bafely flam in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here 

Mar. My Lord, this is impiety in you; 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him ; 
He muft be buried with his brethren. 

Sons, And fhall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And fhall ? what villain was it fpake that word ? 

Quia. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my defpight ? 

Mar. No, Noble Titus ; but intreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, e'en thou haft flruck upon mj creft, 
And with thefe boys mine honour thou haft wounded* 
My foes I do repute you every one ; 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Luc, He is not himfelf, let us withdraw. 

Not I till Mutius' bones be buried. - 

{The brother and the fons kneel* 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak. 

Tit Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul,— 

Luc. Dear fether, foul and fubftance of us all,—— 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's neft, 
'J hat died in honour, and Lavinia's caufe. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax, 
That flew himfelf ; and wife Laertis' ion 
Did gracioufly plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy jo?, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife 
The difmall'ft day is this that e'er I faw> 
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To be difhonourNJ by my fons ia Rome : 
Well; bury him, a&d bury mo the neit. 

[Theyfut him in the tomK 

Luc There tie thy bones, fweet Mutios, with thy 
Tili we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! [friends, 

[They all kneel \ and faji 
No man (bed tews for Noble Mucins ; 
He lives in fame that died ia virtue's* carafe. 

Mar. My Lord, to ftcp out of thefe dreary dumps* 
How comes it that the fubtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a fudden thus advane'd in Rome ? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but I know it is: 
If by device or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is (he not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good tarn fi> for I y 
Yes; and will nobly htm remunerate. 

SCENE VI; 

Flourifh. Re-enter the- Emperor* Tanaora, Chiron, and* 
Demetrius, <witb Aaron the Moor, at one door ; at 
the other door, Baffianus and Lavinia, with others. 

Sat, So, Baffianus, .you have play'd your prize \ 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baf. And you of your's, my Lord ; I fay no more, 
Nor wi(h no lefs, and fo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction mall repent this rape. 

Baf. Rape call you it, my Lord, to feize my own, 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean while I am ppffefs'd of that is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good, Sir ; you are very (hort with us, 
But, if we live, we'll be as (harp with you; 

Baf. My Lord, what 1 have done, as beft I may, 
Anfwer I mud, and fhall do with my life : 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, Lord Titus here, . 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd ; , 
That, in the refcue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did flay his youngeft fon, 

P3 
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, In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrathr 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave ; 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
That hath exprefs'd himfelf in all his deeds- 
A father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baflianus, leave to plead my deeds.. 
Tis thou and thofe that have difhonourM me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine. - 

Tarn* My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thole princely eyes of thine, 
Thee hear me fpeak indifferently for all ; 
And at my futt (Tweet) pardon what, is part. 

Sat. What, Madam ! be difhonour'd openly, 
And bafely put it up without revenge \ 

Tarn Not fo, my Lord ; the gods of Rome forefend 
I fhould be author to difhonour you i 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good Lord Titus' innocence in all ; 
Whofefury, not dhTembled, fpcakshis griefs ; 
Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him, 
Lofe not fo noble a friend on vain fuppofe, 
Nor with four looks afflict his. gentle heart.- 
My Lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft, 
DifTemble air your griefs and difcon tents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne : 
Led then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a juft furvey, take Titus' part ; | 
And To fupplant us for ingratitude, J 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin; ! 
"Yield at intieats : and then letflae alone; ^ Ajtdet* 

I'll find a day to mafTacre them all, 
And raze their tafron* and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traiterous fons, 
To whom I iued for my dear fon's life ; 
And make them know, what 'tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the (breets, and beg for grace in vain — 
Come, come, fweet Emperor, — come, Andronicus* 
Take up this good old man, and chear the heart 
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rife, Titus, rife; my Emprcfs hath prevail'd; 

Tit. 1 thank your Majefty, and her; my Lord; 
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Thefe words, thefe looks, infufe new life In me. 

Tarn, Titus, 1 am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And muftadvife the Emperor for his good* 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus, 
And let it be my honour, good my Lord,.. 
That I have reconciled your friends and you* 
For you, Prince Baffianus, I have pafs'd 
My word and promife to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tradable, . 
And fear not, Lords ; and you, Lavinia, 
By. my advice all-humbled on your knees, 
You fhall afk pardon of his Majefty. 

Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his Highnefs* 
That what we did was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our filler's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft. 

Sat. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more 

Tarn. Nay, nay fweet Emperor, we mult all be friends. 
The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace, 
I will not be denied ; fweet heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother's here,. 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
I do remit thefe young mens* heinous faults. 
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and fure as death, I fwore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the prieft. 
Come, if the Emperor's court can fealt two brides ; 
You are my gueft, Lavinia* and jour friends ; 
This day fhall be a love-day, Taraora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an* it pleafe your Majefty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
"With horn and hound, well give your Grace bonjour. 

Sat j Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt* 

ACT II. S C E E. I. 

Before the palace* 

Enter Aaron alone. 

jftir. OW climbeth f amora Olympus' top, 
X 11 Safe out of fortune's (hot ; and fits aloft, 
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Secure of thunder** craek, or lightniDg-flafti ; 
Advanc'd above pale Knvy's thrcat'ntog reach. 
As when the golden fun faJutes the mo*n* 
And, having gilt the oecab with his beams, , 
Gallops the zodiac m hi9 gKfl'riog coach, 
And overlooks the higher peeking hills;. 
So Tamora > 

Upon her will dotfr earthly honour wait. 

And virtue (loops and treo&fes at her frown* 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, arid fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft witl* thjr imperial miftrefs, 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triamph long- 

Had prifoner held, fetter *d in amorous chains ; 

And fetter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 

Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucafus. 

Away with (lavHh weeds, and idle thoughts, 

1 will be bright and flvine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new-made £mperefs* 

To wait, feid I ? to wanton with this Quee», 

This goddefs, this Semiramis ; this Queen, 

This Syren, that wiU charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And fee his (htpwreck, and his common weal s* 
Holla ! what ftorm is this ? 

S C B N E II. 

Enter, Chiron and Demetrius. bravhtg* r 

Vtm. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge^ 
And manners* to intrude where I am grac d ; 
And may,, for aught thouknow'ft, affected be. 

Chu Detmefcrius, thou doft overween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with braves : 
'Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me lefs gracious, or thee more tortunate ; 
1 am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To ferve, and to deferve my miftrefs' grace ; 
And that my fword upon thee fbaM approve, 
And plead my paffipn for I«tvinia's love. 

Aar* Clubs, clubs ! thefe lovers will not kecp^ 

the peace. 

Dem Why, boy, although our mother (unadvis'd) 
CTave you a dancing rapier by your fide, 
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Are you fo defp'rate grown to threat your friends ? 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your fheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little (kill I have, 
Full well (hale thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave i IX^y draw* 

Aar. Why, how now, Lords ? 
So near the Emperor's palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch a quarrel openly? 
Full well I wote the ground of all this grudge : 
I would not for a million of gold, 
The caufe were known to them it mod concerns. 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be fo difliouour'd in the court of Rome. 
For ihame, put up. : — 

Chi. Not i, till I have fheath'd 
My rapier in his bofom, and withal 
Thruft thefe reproachful fpeeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath 'd in my difhonour here. 

Dem. For that I am prepar'd and full refolv'd, 
Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thund'reft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dax'ft perform. 

Aar. Away, I fay. 
Now by the gods that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all ; 
Why, Lords— —and think you not, how dangerott$ 
It is to jet upon a prince's right ? 
What, is Lavinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Baffianus fo degenerate, 

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broach'd. 
Without controulment, juftice, or revenge ? 
Young Lords, beware — and mould the Emprefe know 
This difcord's ground, the raufic would not pleafe. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew (he and all the world ; 
1 love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem* Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner 
Lavinia is thy elder brother's hope. [choice ; 

Jar. Why, are you mad ! or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 
I tell you, Lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device* 
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Dent. Aaron, a thoufand deaths would I propoic 
To atchieve her whom I do Jove. 

Aar* To atchieve her how ? 

Dem. Why mak'ft thou it (6 ftraoge ? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov'J. 
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill • 
Than wots the miller of ; and eafy it is 
Of a cut loaf to fteal a (have, we know : 
Tho' Baflianus be the Emperor's brother, „ 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge, 

Aar, Ay, and as good .as Saturninus may. [ AJtdt. 

Dem. Then why fliould he dcfpair, that knows to 
'With words, fair looks, and liberality I [court it 

What, had thou not full often ftpock a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nofe I 

Aar. Why then, it feems, feme certain fnatch, or £» 
Would fervc your turns, 

Cbn Ay, fothe turn were ferved. 

Dem. Aaron, thou hail hit it. 

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too, 
Then fhould not we be tir'd with this ado : 
Why, hark ye, hack ye — —and are you fuch fool^ 
To fquare for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhould fpeed i 

Chi. Faith, not me, 

Dem- Nor me, fo I we*e one-. 

Aar. For (hame, be friends ; and join for that yon jar. 
'Tis policy and ftratagem mull do 
That you affect ; and lb mud you refolve, 
That what you cannot, as you would, atchieve, 
You muft perforce accompWli a& you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafte 
Than this Lavinia, Baffianus' love \ 
A fpeedier court* than ling'ring fangutfhment 
Mutt we pirfue, and I have found the path. 
>ly Lords, a folenan hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The foreft-walks are wide and fpacious, 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and viJlany : 
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Single yoa thither then this damty doc, 
And ftrike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Emprefs with her iacred wit 
To villany and vengeance confecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And fhe fhall file our engines with advice, 
That will not fufier you to fquare yourfelves, 
But 10 your wifbes' height advance you both. 
The Emperor's cdurt is like the houfc of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf, and dull: 
There fpeak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take ydtfr 
turns; 

There ferve your lulls, fhadow'd from heaven's eye, 
And revel in Lavriria's treamTy. 

Chi. Thy counfel, lad, fmells of no cowardice. 

Detn. Sit fas aut nefas, "till I find the ft re am 
To cool this heat, a charm tomkn thefe fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes vehor* {Exeunt* 

SCENE III. Changes to a forefi. 

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Jons, with hounds 
<tnd horns, and Marcus. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morri is fcright and gray ; 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, *nd let us n&ke a bay ; 
And wake the Emperor and his lovely ferfde, 
And roufe the Prince, and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noife, 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To tend the Emperor's perfoh carefully. 
I have been troubled in hay deep this ni£ht, 
But dawning day new comfort hath mlpir'd. 

Here a cry of hounds > and wind horns in a peal : then en- 
ter Sat u minus, Tamora, Bafliteius, Lavinia, Chiron, 
Demetrius, and their attendants, 

lit. Many good morrows to your Majefty ; 
Madam, to you as m*ny and as good. . 
I promifed your Grace a hunter's peal. 
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Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my Lords, 
Somewhat too early for new- married ladies, 

Baff. Lavinia, how fay you? 

Lav. I fay No : 
1 have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have, 
And to our fport. Madam, now ye fball fee 
Our Roman hunting. 

Mar. I have dogs, my Lord, 
Will roufe the proudeft panther in the chafe, 
And climb the high eft promontory-top. 

Tit. And I have horfe will follow, where the game 
Makes way and run like fallows o'er the plain. 

Dem> Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horfe nor 
hound ; 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. Changes to a defer t part of the forefl. 

Enter Aaron alone. 

Aar. He that had wit, would think that 1 had none, 
To bury fo much gold under a tree; 
And never after to inherit* it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly, 
Know, that this gold mud coin a flratagem ; 
"Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; 
And fo repofe, fweet gold, for their unreft, 
That have their alms out of the Emprefs' cheft. . 

Enter Tamora. 

Taw. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ft thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boait ? 
« The birds chaunt melody on every bum, 

* The fnake lies rolled in the chearful fun, 

« The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind f 
« And make a chequered fhadow on the ground. 

• Under their fweet (hade, Aaron, let us fit; 

« And whilft the babling Echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying fhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

• inherit, for fojfefs (imply. 
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Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noife : 
And after conflict, fuch as was fuppos'd 
The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ftorm they were furpris'd, 
And curtain'd with a counfel-keeping cave ; 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
(Our paftimes done), pofTefs a golden (lumber ; 
Whilft hounds and horns, and fweet melodious birds, 
Be unto us, as is a nurfe's fong 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep. 

Aar* Madam, though Venus govern your defires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine* 
" What fignifies my deadly-ftanding eye, 
" My filence, and my cloudy melancholy, 
" My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls, 
« * Even as an adder, when (he doth unrbwl 
'< To do fome fatal execution? - 
No, Madam, thefe are no venereal figns ; ' 1 - 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand » 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head* 
Hark, Tamora, (the eroprefs of my Ibul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee), 
This is the day of doom for Baflianus; 
His Philomel muft lofe her tongue to-day; 
Thy fons make pillage of her chaftity, 
And wafli their hands in Baffianus' blood. 
Seeft thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal-plotted fcrowl. 
Now qucftion me no more, we are efpied* 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 
Which dread not yet their lives' deftru&ion. 

Tarn. Ah, my fweet Moor, fweeter to me than life! 

Aar. No more, great Emprefs ; Baffianus comes ; 
Be crofs with him, and I'll go fetch thy fons 
To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be. . [ Exiu 

SCENE V Enter Baflianus and Lavinia. \ 

Baf. Whom have we here? Rome's Royal Emperefs ? 
Unfurnifh'd of her well-befeeming troops 1 
Or is it Dian, habited like her, 
"Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To fee the general hunting in this foreft? 

Vol. VI. f Q_ 
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Tarn. Satlcy controuier of our private (ieps, 
Had I the power that fonae fay Dian had, 
Thy temples Should be planted prefently 
With horns, as was Acleon's, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new- transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gejitlt Emperefs, 
*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are fingled forth to try experiments* 
Jove fllield your iiufband from his hounds to-day ! 
* J is pity they (hould take him for a (lag. 

Baf Believe me, Queen, your fwatth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body'* hue, 
Spotted, detefted, and abominable. 
Why are you fcqueftred from all your train ? 
Difraounted from your fnow- white goodly ftced, 
And wandVed hither to an obfeure plot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you ? 

Lav. And being interrupted in your (port, 
Great rfcafon that my Noble Lard be rated 

For faucinefs 1 pray you, let us hence ; 

And let her joy her rav«n-colour d love ; 
This valley fits the porpofe pafllng well. , 

Baf The King my brother (hall have note of this. 

Lav Ay» for thefe flips have mac 1 * him noted long. 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed ! 

Tarn. Why have -I -patience to endure all this ? 

'Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Devi. How now, dear Sovereign, and our gracious 
mother, 

Why does, your Higbnefs look fo pale and wan ! 

Tain Have I not reafoit, think you* to look pate 
Theie two have tie'd me hither to this place, 
«« A barren and detefted vale, you fee, it is. 
" i he trees, tho' rummer, yet forlorn and lean, 

Overcome with inofs, and baleful nauTelto. 
" Here never (nines the fun ; here nothing breeds, 
*' Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
" And when they (hew'd me this abhorred pit, 
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" They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
" A tboufand fjbnds, a- tboufand hiding fnakes* 
" Ten thoufand Availing toads, as many urchins, 
" Would make fuck fearful and confufed cries, 
" As any mortal body, hearing it, 
«' Shouhi ftraigfot fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 
" No fooner had they told this helliih tale, 
•« But ftraight they told me, they would bind me here, 
•* Unto the body of a difmal ewe, 
« c And leave me to this mifcrable death : 
And then they call'd me foul adulterefs, - 
Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms 
That ever ear did hear to fach effect. 
And had yQu not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me bad they executed. 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life ; 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children* 
Dent. This is a witnefsthat I am thy fon. 

[Stabs Baffianra. 

Chu And this for me, ftruck home to (hew my 
ftrength. \S tabbing him likewife. 

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis ; -nay, barbarous Ta- 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own. [mora ; 

Tarn. Give me thy poniard; you (hill know, my 
boys, 

Your mother's hand (hall right your mother's wroag 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her. 

Firft threlh the corn, then after burn the Itraw. 

This minion ftood upon her chaftity, 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 

And with that painted cope (he braves your Mightiaefi^ 

And (hall (he carry this unto her- grave I 

Chi. An' if (he do, I would 1 were an eunuch. 

Drag hence her hufoand to fome fecret hole, 

And make his dead trunk pillow to our luft. 
Tarn. But when you have the honey you defire, 

Let not this wafp outlive, us both to fting. 

Chi. I warrant, Madam, we will make that Aire. 

Come, Miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy 

That nice-preferved honefty of your's. 

Lav. O Taniora, thou bear'ft a woman's face— — • • 
Tam % I will aot hear her fpeak ; away with her. 
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Lav* Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a word, 

Dc?n. Liften, fair \Iadam ; let it be your glory 
To fee ber tears ; but be. your heart to them 
As unrelenting flints to drops of rain, 

Lav. VV ht n did the tyger's youngones teach the dam? 
O, do not teach her wrath, (he taught it thee. 
The milk thou fuck'dft from her did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother breeds not fons alike; 
Do thou intreat. her, ihew a woman pity. £7* Chiron-. 

Chi. What! would'ft thou have me prove myfelf a 
baftard I 

Lav. 'Tis true, the raven doth not hatch the lark* 
Yet have \. heard, (oh, could I find it now I), 
1 he lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some fey, that ravens fofter forlorn children, 
The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefts t 
Oh, be to me, tho' thy hard heart fay No, 
Nothing fo kind, but ibmethrng pitiful. 

Tarn. I know not what it means. Away with her. 

l av. Oh, let roe teach thee : for my father's fake, 
(That gave thee life, when well he might have flain 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. Qhee), 

Tarn. Hadft thou in perlbn ne'er offended me, 
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs. 
Remember, :boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, 
To faveyour brother from the facrifice; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent. 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will ; 
The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be calFd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place; 
For 'tis not life that l have begg'd fo long - y 
Pc or I was fhtin when Baffianus dy'd. fme go. 

Tarn'. W hat begg'ft thou then ? fond woman, let 

Lav. 'Tis prefer t death I beg ; and one thing more, 
1 hat womanhood denies my tongue to tell. 
O keep me from their worfe than-killing luft> 
And tumble me into fome lothfome pit; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body. 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 
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Tarn. So (EoulJ I rob my fwcet fonsof their fee; 
No ; let them fatisfy their lull on thee. 

Dctn. Away ! for thou haft ftaid us here too long. 

Lav. No grace ? no womanhood ? ah bcaftly crea- 
The blot and enemy of our general name 1 [ture ? 
Confufion fall 

Chi. Nay, then I'll ftop your mouth Bring thou 

her hulband. \JP^a^ging off Lavinia« 

This is the hole where Aaron bids us hide him. [Exeunt.. 

Tarn. Farewell, my fons ; fee that you make her fure. 
Ne'er let my heart know merry chear indeed, 
Till all th* Andronici be ma4e away. 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor, 
And let nay fpleenful fpns this trull deflowV, . [Exit. . 

SCENE VI.- 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus and fyfarcus. 

Aar> Come on, my Lords, the better foot before; 
Strait will 1 bring you to the lothfome pit, 
Where lefpied the panther fafk aOeep. 

§>uin. My fight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mar. And mme, I prom/ife you ; werp't notfor fliame,. 
Well could 1 leave our fport to deep a while. 

[Marcus falls into the pit. 

S>uin. What, art thou fallen? what iubtie hole is thts, f 
Whole mouth is cover'd with rude growing briars, 
Upon whole leaves are drops of newfhed blood, 
As frelh as morning dew dUUll'd on flowers I 
A very fatal place it fcems to me, 
Speak, brother, Jiaft thou hurt th«e with the fall V 

Mar. Q brother, with the difmalleft obje&, 
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament. 

Aar. Now will 1 letch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may have a likely guefs, 
How the£e were they that made away his brother. 

[Exit Aaron,. 

SCENE VII. 

Mar. Why doft not comfort me, and help me cut 
From this unhallowM and blood-itained hole ? • 
§>uin. I am furprifed with an uncouth fear; 
0*3 
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A chilling fwcat o'er-runs my trembling jofnts ; 
My heart fufpeets more than mine eye can fee. 

Mar. To prove thou haft a true-divining heart,. 
Aaron and thou look down into the den, • 
And fee a fearful fight of blood and death. 

<guin. Aaron is gone; and my companionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife. 
O tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Baffianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap t like to a flaughter*d Iamb, 
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
\&tiin. If it be dark, how doft thou know 'tis he£ 

\Mar. • Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
« A precious ring, that lightens all the hole;, 
4 Which, like a taper in fome monument, 

• Doth fhine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks* 

* And (hews the ragged intrails of this pit. 
So pale did Ihine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd ia maiden bloods 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand 
(if fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus* mifty mouth. 

Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee oqt K 
Or, wanting ftrength to do thee So much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the fw allowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baujanus' grave, 

1 have no flrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Alar. And J no ftrength to climb without thy help. 

Quiti. Thy hand once more ; I will not loofe again, 
Till thou- art here aloft, or I below. 
Thou canll not come to me, I come to thee. \Jalls in. 

SCENE Vin. Enter the Emperor* and Aaron. 

Sat. Along, with me - I'll fee what hole is here. 

And what he'is that now is leap'd into't. 
Sa>y, who art thou that lately didft defcend 
Into this gaping hollow ol the earth ? 

Mar^ Th' unhappy feu of old Apdronicup,. 
Brcughi hither in a moil un'iufk; hour, 
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o find thy brother Baffianus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead ? I know thou doft but jeft. 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north fide of this pleafant ehafe : 
'Tis not an hour fince 1 left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas ! here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora ivith Attendants, A ndronicas, and Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my Lord the King ? 
Sat. Here, Tamora, though griev'd with killing 
grief. 

' Tarn. Where is thy brother Baffianus ? 
Sat. Now to the 'bottom doft thoufearch my wound ; 
Poor Baffianus here Kes murthered. 

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timelefs tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleafing fmiles iuch murderous tyranny. 

\She giveth Saturninus a letter^ 

Saturninus reads the letter. 

jlnd if nve mifs to meet him handfomely, 

Sweet hunt/man, Bajfianus 'tis *we mean i 

Do thou fo much as dig the grave for him, 

Then kno*ivJI our meaning : look for thy reward* 

Among the nettles at the elder -tree, 

Which overjhades the mouth of that fame fit, 

Where ive decreed to bury Baffianus. 

Do this, and pur chafe us thy lafting friends. 

Sat. Oh, Tamora I was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree. 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the huntfman out, 
That mould have murther'd Baffianus here.. 

Aar. My gracious Lord, here is the bag of gold". 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind*. 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. [To Titus, 
^Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon ; 
There Ut them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard of torturing pain tor them. 

Tarn. What* are they in this pit ? oh wondrous thing,! 
How eafily murder is difcovexed 
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Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly lhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed fons, 
(Accurfed, if the fault be prov'd in them—) 

Sat. If it be prov'd 1 you fee, it is apparent. 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn. Andronicus himfelf did take it up. 

Tit. I did, my Lord : yet let me be their bail* 
For, by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They lhall be ready at your Highnefs' will, 
To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives. . 

Sat. Thou fhait not bail them : fee thou follow me; 
Some bring the murther'd body, fome the murtherers,. 
Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain 2 
For, by my foul, were there worie end than death, 
That end upon them fhould be executed. 

Tarn. Andronicus, I will intreat the King ; 
Fear not thy fons, they (hall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come, ftay not to talk witb 
them* [Exeunt feverallj. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, ravijh^d y. 
her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out* 

Dem. So, now go tell (an' if thy tongue can fpeak) 
"Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and raviia'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo j 
And (if thy ftumps will let thee) play the fcrihe. 

Dem. €ee how with figns and tokens £be can fcrowh 

Chi. Go home, call for fweet water, warn thy hands. . 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, or hands to wafli ;~ 
And fo let's leave her to her filent walks. 

Chi. If 'twere my cafe, I (bould go hang myfehf. 

Dent* If thou hadft hands to help thee knit the cord # 
[Elceunt, Dem. and Chiron^ 

SCENE X. Enter Marcus to Lavinia* 

Mar. Who's this, my niece, that flies away, fo fafi ? 
Coufin, a word ; where is your hufband ? 
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake meJ* 
• If I do wake, fome planet llrike me down, v 



Digitized by Google 



Sc. i#. 



Titus Andronicus* 



That I may flumber in eternal fleep ! 

Speak, gentle niece, what ftern ungentle hands 

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments, 

Whofe circling (hadows Kings have fought to {Jeep in! 

And might not gain fo great a happinefs, 

As have thy love ! why doft not fpeak to rae ? 

• Alas, a enmfon river of Warm blood, 

' Like to a bubbling fountain ftirr'd with wind, 
« Doth rife and fall between thy rofy lips, 

• Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, fure, fome Tereus hath deflowered thee ; 
And, left thou fhould'fr deteel him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face tor (harael 
And, notwithstanding all this lofs of blood, 

( As from a conduit with three iffuing fpouts), 
Vet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 
Blufliing to be encountred with a cloud. 
Shall I fpeak for thee ? (hail I fay, 'tis fo ? 
O that I knew thy heart, and knew the beaft, 
That I might rail at him to eafe my mind ! 
Sorrow concealed, likean oven ftopt, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her tongue, 
And in a tedious fampler few'd her mind. 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from theej 
A craftier Tereus haft thou met withal, 
And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 
That could have better few'd than Philomel. 

• Oh, had the monfter feen thofe lily hands 

• Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute, 

« And make the filken ftrings delight to kifs them ; 

• He would lot then have touch 'd them for his life. 
« Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 

• Which that fweet tongue hatbmade ; 

« He would have dropped his knife, and fell afleep, 

• As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 
For fuch a fight will blind a father's eye. 

One hour's ftorm will drown the fragrant meads, 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 
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Do not draw back, fer we will mourn with thee : 
Oh, could our mourning eafe thy rauery ! [Exeunt* 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

AJireet in Rome. 

Enter the Judges and Senators* with Marcus and Quin- 
tus bound, paffing on the flage to the pUce of execu- 
tion, and Titus going before* pleading. 

Tit. TJ Ear me, great fathers-; noble Tribunes, flay, 
J X For pity of mine age, whofe youth was fpeat 
Tn dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept : 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel (bed, 
For ail the frofty nights that I have watch'd, 
And for thefe bitter tears, which you now fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned ions, 
W hofe fouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought. 
For two and twenty fons I never wept, 
Becaufe they. died in honour's lofty bed, 

[ Andronicus lieib doivn, and tie Judges pafs by hint. 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the duft 1 write 
My heart's deep languor, and my foul's fad tears : 
Let my tears ftanch the earth's dry appetite, 
My fons' fweet blood will make it Ihame and blufh : 
O earth ! 1 will befriend thee more with rain, [Exeunt. 
That fhail difttl from thefe two ancient urns, 
Than youthful April (hall with all his lhowers ; 
In fa miner's drought I'll drop upon thee Hill ; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the fnow ; 
And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face, 
So thou reftife to drink my dear fons' blood. 

Enter Lucius with bis Jhvord drawn* 

Oh, reverend Tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
- Unbind my fons, reverfe the doom of death : 
And let me fay, (that never wept before), 
My tears are now prevailing orators, 
Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in vain $ 
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The Tribunes litar you not, no man is by; 
And you recount your forrows to a ftone. 

777, Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead ; — 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you 

Luc. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 

777 Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or if they did mark, 
They would not pity me. ■ 
Therefore 1 tell my foriows to the ftones, 
Who, tho* they cannot aofwer my dfftrefs, 
Yet in fome fort they're better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me ; 
And were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A ftone is foft as wax, Tribunes more hard than ftones: 
A ftone is ftlcnt, and offendeth not : 
And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death; 
But wherefpre ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ? 

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death ; 
Tor whi£h xmempt, the judges have pronouac'd 
My everlafting doom of banifhment. 

777. O happy man, they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolim Lucius, doft thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wildernefs of tygers ! 
Tygers muil prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine ; how happy art thou then, 
From thefe devourers to be baniihed ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

SCENE H. 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy neble eyes to weep. 
Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break : 
1 bring coofoming forrow to thine age. 

777. Will it coniume me ? let me fee it thcru^ 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

777. Why, Marcus, io Ihe is. 

Luc. Ah rue ! this ol ject kills me. 

777 » Faint-hearted boy, aiiie and look upon her. 
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Speak, my Lavinia ; what accurfed hand 

Hath made thee handlefs, in thy father's fpight ? 

"What foci hath added water to the fea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy ? 

My grief was at the height before thou cam'ft, 

Apd now, like Nilus, it difdaineth bounds. 

Give me a fword, I'll chop off my hands too, 

For they hive fought for Rome, and all in vain : 

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life : 

In bootlefs prayer have they been held up, 

And t;hey have ferv'd me to effe&lefs ufe» 

Now all the fervice I require of them, 

Is, that the one will help to cut the other. 

'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no hmds, 

For hands to do Rome fervice are but vain. 

Luc, Speak, gentle fifter, who hath martyr'd thee? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
Thatblabb'd them with fuch pleaficg eloquence; 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a fweet-melodious bird, it fung 
Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear ! 

Luc. O, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed t 

Mar. O, thus I found her ftraying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herfclf ; as doth the deer, 
That hath receiv d fome unrecuring wound. 

Tit. H was my deer; and he that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more than had he kiird me dead. 
« For now I (land, as one upon a rock, 
« lnviron'd with a wilderneis of fea, 
« Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave; 
« Expecting ever when fome envious furge 
« W ill in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched Ions are gone; 
Here ftands my other fon, a baniftYd man ; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes. 
But that which gives my foul the greater! fpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my foul. 
•« Had I but feen thy piclure in this plight, 
" 11 would have madded me What ihall I do, 
Now 1 behold thy lovely body fo ? 
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee; 
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Thy hufband he is dead; and for liis death 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 
Look Marcos ! ah, Ton Lucius, Look on her : 
•* When I did name her brothers, then frefh tears 

* Stood on- her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 

* Upon a gather'd lily almoft wither'd. 

Mar Perchance flic weeps becaufe they kili'd her 
hufband ; 

Perchance becaufe fhe knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy hofband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the law hath ta'cn revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed j 
Witnefs the forrow t£at their fitter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let mekifsthy lips, 
Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe< 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius 
Arid thou, and I fit round about fome fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 
How they are ftainM like meadows yet not dry 
W ith miry {lime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the fountain (hail we gaze fo long, 
Till the frefti talU be taken from that clearnefs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine? 
Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb Ihews 
Pafs the remainder of pur hateful days ? 
What (hall we do? let us that havcoar tongues, 
Plot fome device of further mifeiy, 
To make us wond'red at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for at your grief 
See how my wretched filter fobs and weeps. 

Alar. Patience, dear niece j go.d i itus, dry thine 
eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcus Marcus! brother, well 1 wot, 
Thy napkin cacnot diink a tear of mine; 
.For thou, poor man, haft drown 'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, 1 will wipe ihy cheeks 

Tit.. Mark, iYIurcus, mark; I urderttarid lur fi -cs . 
Had fhe a tongue to fpeak, low would flie fay ° ' 
That to her brother which I faiJ to thee. 
His napkin*, with hU true tears dl bewet, 
Can do nofervice on her forrow tul cheeks 

Vol. VI, . \ R 
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Oh what a ivmpathy of woe is this ! 
As far from help as Limbo is from blifs. 

SCENE 111. Enter Aaron, 

Aar* Titos Andronicus, my Lord the Emperor 
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy fons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyfelft old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 
And lend it to the King ; he for the fame 
Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive, 
And that (hall be the ranfora for their fault*' 

Tit Oh, gracious Kmperor \ oh, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven fing fo like a lark, 
That gives fweet tidings of the fun's uprife ? 
"With all my heart, I'll fend the Emperor my hand* 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off ? 

Luc. Stay, father; for that noble, hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down fo many enemies,. 
Shall not be fent ; my hand will fcrve the turn. 
My youth can better fpare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine (hall fave my brothers' lives. 

Mar Which of your hands have not defended Rome* 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax, 
Writing deftrucTion on the enemies' caftle? 
Oh, none of both but are of high defert : 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
To ranfom my two nephews from their death ; 
Then have 1 kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come, agree, whofe hand fhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar, My hand (hall go. 

Luc, By heav'n, it mall not go. 

Tit Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch wither?d herbs as thefe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet rather, ii I fba!l be thought thy fon, 
Let ne redeem my brothers both iroui death. 

Mar. And for our father's lake, and mother's care, 
Now let n e fhe.w a brother's love to thee. 

lit. Agree between you, 1 will fpare my hand. 

Luc. Then 111 go letch an ax. 

Jllar. But 1 will uie the ax. 

[Exctvit Lucius and Marcus. 
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Tit. Come hither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aar If that be cali'd deceit, 1 will be hone ft, 
And never, whilft 1 live, deceive men fo. 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, 
And that, you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs. L4/tde 9 

He cuts off litus' s band 

Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 

Tit Now, (lay your ftrife ; what (hall be, is difpatcVd* 
Good Aaron, give his Majefty my hand* 
Tell hifiilt was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it. 
More hath it merited ; that let it have. 
As for my fons, fay, 1 account of them 
As jewel* purchas'd at an eafy price ; 
And yet dear too* becaufe I bought mine own, 

Jar. 1 go, Andf-onicus ; and for thy hand 
Xook by and by eo have thy fons with thee. 
Their heads, 1 mean. — Qh, how this villany [AJidt. 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aa.ro© will have his fqul black like his face. [£x//. 

S C E N E IV. 

777. O hear !— I lift this one hand up tohcav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth. 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that 1 call. What, wilt.thou kneef with me ? 
Do then, dear heart, for lieav'n fliall hear our prayers, 
Of with our fighs we'll breath the welkin dim, 
And ftain the fun with fogs, 1 as fomctime clouds, 
When they dohug^him in their -melting bofoms. 

Mar. Oh ! brother, fpeak with poffibilities, 
And do not break into thefe woe extreme* 

Tit. Is not my fonow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my paffioas bottomlefs with them. 

Mar. But yet Jet reafon govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reaion for thefe mifcries, 
Then into limits could l bind my woes 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth net the fca wax mad, 
R 2 
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Threatening the welkin with his big- fwoln. face ? 
And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil ? 
I ana the Tea ; hark, how her fighs do blow. 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth 
Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs, 
Then muft my earth with her continual tear* 
Become a deluge, overffow'd and drown'd : 
for why, my bowels cannot bide her woes, 
But like a drunkard, muft I vomit them. 
7 hen give me leave, for lofers will have leave 
To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a Mejfenger 9 bringing in two beads and a hand" 

Mef. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay 'd 
For that good hand tboufent'ft the Emperor, 
Here are the heads of thy two noble fons, 
And here's the hand in fcorn to thee lent back. 
Thy grief's their fport, thy resolution mock'd, 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. {Exit. 

Alar. Now let hot A&tna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever burning hell 1 
Thefe naileries are more than may be borne 1 
To weep with them that weep, doth eafe foine deal * ; 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luc* Ah, that this fight ihould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detcfted life not (brink thereat ; 
That ever death mould let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe ! 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortleft, 
As frozen- water to a ftarved fnake. 

Tit. When wtIL this fearful dumber have an endf 

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery I die, Andronicus ; 
Thou doft not dumber ; fee, thy two fons* heads* 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter, here ; ' 
Thy other baniftVd fon with this dear fight 
Struck pale and blood lefs ; and thy brother !, 
Even like a ftony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I controul thy griefs ; 
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight 

* i. e. in fomc mealure. 
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The clofiog op of your mod wretched eyes! 
Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou ftill I 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha? 

Mar. \yhydoft thou laugh ? itfits nojt with this hour, 
77/. Why, 1 have not another tear to (hed. 
Befides, this forrow is an enemy, 
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears'. 
Then which way lhall I find Revenge's cave V 
For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me, 
And threat me, I (hail never come to blifs, 
TiH aM the fe mifchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me fee, what talk 1 have to do—-* 
You heavy people, circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made.— — Come, Brother, take a head 
And in this hand the other wdl I bear 
Lavinia, thou (halt be employ d in thefe things \ 
Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth.. 
As for thee, boy, go get thee trora my fight, 
Thou art an exile, and thou mult not ftay. 
Hie to the Goths, and raife an army there ; 
And if ,you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kifs and part, for we hfeve much to do. \Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Mmtut Lucius. 

Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my nobfe father, 
The wofull'ft man that ever liy'd in Rome 
Farewell, proud Rome ; till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life ; 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble fitter, 
O, would thou wert as thou tofore haft been ; 
But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives, 
But in oblivion and hateful griefs ; 
If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs, 
Beg at the gates, like Tarqum and his Queen, 
Now will 1 to the Goths, and raife a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine, ££x/7 Lucius. 
R 3 
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SCENE VI. An apartment in Titus* s houfc. 
A hanqxuti; 

Fnter Titos, Marcos, "Lavinra, and yvung Lucius, a By* 

Tit So, fo, now fit; and look you cat no more 
Than will preferve juft fo much ftrength in u* r 
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, uoknit that forrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and L poor creatures, want our hands* 
.And cannot paflSonate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my brcaft ; 
And when my, heart, all mad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefh, 

Then thus I thump it down 

Thou map of woe, that thus doft talk in figns f 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beat. 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill* 
Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with, groans ; 
Or get fome little knite between thy teeth, 
And juft againft thy heart make thou a hole, 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that fink, and foaking in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears. 

Mar, Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay- 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. Row now ! has forrow made thee doat already T 
Why, Marcus, no man {hould be made but I; 
What violent hands can (he lay on her life ? 

Ah, wherefore doff thou urge the name of hands* 

To bid jEneas tell the tale twice o'er, 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ? 

O handle not the theme; no talk of hands, ■ 

J.eft we remember ftill that we have none. 

Fie, fie, how franticly i fquare my talk, 

As if we (hould forget we had no bands, 

If Marcus did not name the word oi hands ? 

Come, let's tall to, and, gentle girl, cat this. 

Here is no drink : hark, Marcus, what (he fays, 

! can interpret all her martyr'd figns. 

she fays, Ihe drinb no other drink but tears, 



Digitized by Google 



Sc. 6. 



Titus Andronlcus* 



Brep'd with her forrows, mefh'd upon her cheeks ; 

Speechlefs complaint! — O, I will learn thy thought ; 

In thy dumb act on will I be as perfect, 

.As begging hermits in their holy prayers, 

Though ihalt not figh, nor- hold thy flumps to heav'n ; 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign, 

But I of thefe will reft an alphabet, 

And by (till practice learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter, deep laments; 
Make my aunt merry with fome ple^ftn^ tale. 

Alar. Alas, the ten cr boy, in paflion roov'd, 
Doth weep to fee his grant (ire's heavineis! 

Tit. Peace, ten ter (apling ; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly rot It thy life away. 

f Marcus fir ikes the dijh with a knife. 
"What doft thou ftnke at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Alar M that that I have kill'd, my Lord, a fly 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer . thou kill'ft my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy d with view of tyranny; 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus' brother; get thee gone, 
1 fee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my Lord. I have but kill'd a fly. 

77/. * But? — how if that fly had a father and mother? 

• How would he hang his flender gilded wings, 

• And buzz laments and doling* in the air i 

• Poor harmlefs fly, 

' That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
« Came here to make us merry ; 
« And thou haft kilTd him.' 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir ; it was a black ill-favour*d fly # 
Like to the Emprefs' Moor ; therefore 1 kill'd him* 

Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will infult on him, 
Flattering myfelf, as if it" were the Moor 
Come hither purpofely to poifon me 
There's for thyielf, and that's for Tamora* 
Yet ftill 1 think we are not brought fo low, 
Bat that between us we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneis of a coal-black Moor 
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Mar. Alas, poor man, grief has fo wrought oh Hind, 
He takes falfe ihadows for true fubftances. 
Come, take away ; Lavinia, go with me : 
I'll to thy clofet, and go read with thee 
Sad (lories chanced in the times of old-. 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy fight is young, 
And thou (halt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[Exeu t* 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Titus' t b*ufe. 

Enter fating J ucias and Lavinia running after him: and 
the boy f$es from ber % nuith bis books under his arm* 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

Bey, Help, grandfire, help ; my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, i know not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, fee how fwift (he comes : 
Alas, fweet aunt, I know not what you mean ! 

Mar* Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt.. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, (lie did. 

Mar. W hat means my niece Lavinia by thefe dgn& I 

Tit Fear thou not/Lucius, fomewhat doth (he mean ^ 
See, Lucius, fee how much (he makes of thee : 
Some whither would (he have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her fons, than (he hath read to thee, 
tweet poetry, and Tully's oratory. 
Canft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus? 

Boy. My Lord, 1 know not, I, nor can I guefc*. 
Uniefs fome fit o» frenzy do poflefs her : 
For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad. 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through forrow ; that made me to Tear, 
Although, my Lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did ; 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth ; 
"Which made me down to throw my books, and fly, 
Caufelefs perhaps : but pardon me, fweet aunt ; 
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And, Madam, if my uncle .Marcus go, 
I will mod willingly attend your Ladymip. 
Alar. Lucius, I will. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia ? Marcus, what means this ! 
Some book there is that (he defires to fee 
Which is it, girl, of thefe ? open them, boy, 
But thou art deeper read, and better (kitt'd ; 
Come, and make choice of all my library, 
And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heavas 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. 
What book? 

Why lifts (he up her arms in fequeoce thus ? 

Mar, I think (he means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact. Ay. more there was ; 
Or elfe to heav'n (he heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what book is that (he tofles fo ? 

Boy. Grand fire, 'tis Ovid's Meumor-phoies ; 
My mother gave it me. 

Mar For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps (he cull'd it from among the red. 

Tit. Soft ! fee how bufily (he turns the leaves t 
Help her : what would (he find I Lavinia, (hall I readf 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel. 
And treats of Tercus' treafon, and his rape ; 
And rape, 1 fear, was root of thine annoy, [leaves, 
* Mar See, brother, fee; note how (he quotes the 

77/. Lavinia, wert thou thus furprisd, fweet girl, 
RavKb'd and wrong'd as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woods? 
See, fee- 
Ay, fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we never, never, hunted there 1) 
Pattern 'd by that the poet here defer ibes, 
By nature made for murders and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why (houtd Nature build fo foul a den, 
Unlefs the gods delight in tragedies 1 

Tit. Give figns, fweet girl, for here are none but 
What Roman Lord it was durft do the deed : ([friends, 
Or flunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erft, 
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece' bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, fweet niece; brother fit down by 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, [me, 
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Infpire me, that I may this treafon find. 
My Lord, look here ; look here, Lavinia. 

[He wit a his name with his ftaff % and guides it 
with bis feet and mouth. 
This Tandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou can ft. 
This after me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curs d he that heart that fore'd us to this £bift ! 
\* rite thou, good niece; and here dtfplay, at lead, 
What God will have difcover'd for revenge ; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors and the truth ! 

[She takes the flaff in her 1 mouth, and guides it 
. with her flumps % and ixir'ftjss . 

Tit. Oh, do you read, my Lord, what (be hath writ? 
Sfuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what !— -the luftful font of Tamora 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed I 

Tit. Magne Regnator poli 9 
Tarn lentut awtis federal tarn lentusvidesl 

Mar. Oh, calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 
There is enough written- upon this earth 
-To &ir a mutiny in the mildeft thoughts, - 
: And arm the minds of infants to-eiclalm. 
My Lord, kneel down with me : Lavinia, kneel;. 
And kneel, fweetboy, the Roman Hector's hope* 
And fwear with me, (as wkh the woful peer, 
And father of that chafte dilhonour'd dame* 
Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece* rape), 
That we will, profecute by good advice 
Mortal revenge upon thefe traitecous Goths ; 
And lee their blood, or die with this reproach* 

Ttt, 'Tis fure enough, if you know how, 
But if you hurt thefe near-whelps, then beware, 
The dame will wake ; and it Ibe wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply dill in league ; 
And luils him wbilft the playeth on her back, 
.And, when he deeps, will fhe do what (he lift. 
You're a young huntiraan, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, iwill go get a Isaf of brats, 
And with a gad of ILel will write thefe words, 
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And lay It by ; the angry northern wind 

Will blow thefe fands, like Sibyl s leaves, abroad, 

And where's your leflbn then ! Boy, what fay you 1 

Bey. I fay, my Lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber fhould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, an' if I live. 

Tit . Come, go with me into my armoury. 
Lucius, I'll fit thee; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefs' fons 
Prefents that I intend to fend them both, 
Come, come, thou It do my meiTage, wilt thou not i 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofom, grand fire. 

Tit. No, boy, not fo ; I'll teach thee another courie. 
Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my houic : 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court ; 
Ay, marry, will we, Sir; and we'H be waited on. 

\E*eunt. 

Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man grone, 
And not relent, or not companion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecftafy, 
That hath more fears of forrow in his heart, 
1 ban foe -mens' marks upon fys batter 'd ihield ; r 
But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge : 
Revenge thee, heav'ns, for old Andronicus. [Exit* 

SCENE II. Changes to the palace. 

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, 0/ one door ; and 
at another door % young Lucius and another \ with a 
bundle of weapons, and verfes writ upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here's the fon of Lucius ; 
He hath fome meflage to deliver us 
A.r Ay, fome mad melfage from his mad grandfa- 
' ther. 

Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 
I greet your Honours frnm Andronicus ; 
And pray he Roman gods confound )OU both. 

Devi. Gramcrcy, lovely Luciu , - hat's the ne s? 

Boy. That you are loth decypher'd (than the news) 
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For villains mark'd with rap?. May it pleafe you, 
My grandfirc, well advis'd, hath femby me 
The goc d lie ft weapons of his armoury, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome : for fo he bade me fay : 
* And fo 1 do, and with his gifts preient 
Your Lord (hips, that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well 
And fo I leave you both, like bloody villains, [Exit . 

Defft. VT hat's here ? a fcrowi, and written round a- 
Let's fee. about * 

Integer vh*> Jcelerifque purut % 
hi on eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. 
Chi. O, 'tis a verle in Horace, 1 know it well: 
I read it in the Grammar long ago. 

Jar. Ay^juft;-— a verfe in Horace right, you 

have it — — 
Now, what a thing it is to be an afs ! 
Here's no fond jeft ; th' old man hath found their guilt, 
And fends the weapons wrapped about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their ieeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit : 
But let her re It in her unreft a while. 
And now young Lords, was't not a happy ftar 
Led us to Rome ft rangers, and mere than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the palace- gate, 
To brave the Tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dim, But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts, 

Aar. Had he not reafon, Lord Demetrius ? . 
Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ? 

Dem. I would we had a thoufand Roman dames 
At iuch a bay, by turn to fcrve our luft. 
Chi A charitable wilh, and lull of love. 
Jar. Here lacketh but your mother to fay Amen. 
Chi. And that would (he for twenty thoufaud more. 
Dem. Come lex us go, and pray to all the gp>is 
For cur beloved mother in lier pains. 

Jar. Fray to the devils ^ the gods have, given us 
over. _ lf/ouri/b. 
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Dem. Why do the Emp'ror's trumpets flouriffi thus? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the Emp'ror hath a fon., 
Dem. Soft, who comes here ? 

SCENE 1M. 
Enter Nurfi, nvlth a Black-a-moor chilli* 

Nur. Good morrow, Lords : 
O, tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor ? 

Jar. Well, more or lefs, or ne er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone : 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore 1 

Jar. Why, what a caterwauling doft thou keep ? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine amis ? 

Nur. O ihat which 1 would hide frocn heaven's eye, 
Our Emprefs' fhame, and (lately Rome's dugrace. 
She is delivered, Lords, (he is deliver d. 

Jar. To whom ? 

Nur 1 mean (he is brought to bed, 

Jan Well, God give her good red 4 
What hath he feut her,' 

Nur. A devil x [fee. 

Jar. Why, then ihe is the devil's dam : a joyful if- 

Nur Ajoyleis, diimal, black, and ibrrowful iifuc. 
Here is the babe, as lotluomc as a toad, 
Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime. 
The Emprefs fends it thee, thy itamp, thy feal ; 
And bids thee chriften it with thy dagger's point. 

Jar. cut, out, you whore 1 is black io bale a hue t 
Sweet tlowfe, you are a beauteous bloUbra, lure. 

Dem. Villain, what hail thou done? 

Jar. That which thou canlt not undo. 

Chi. Thou haft undone our mother. 

Dem. Woe to her chance, and damn'd her lothcd 
Accurs'd the offspring of fo foul a fiend 1 [choice, - 

Chi It fhall not hve. 

Jar. It fhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it muft; the mother wills it io. 
Jar. What, mult it, nude? then let no man but I 
Do execution on my flclh and blood. 

Dem. Ml broach the tadpole on my rapier's point. 
Vol. Vi. t S * f 
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Nurfe, give It me. my fword (hall foon difpatch it. 

Aar> Sooner this fword (hall plow thy bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother ! 
Now, by the burning tapers of the fky. 
That (hone fo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my fcymitar's fh^rp poiut, 
That touches this my firft born fon and heir. 
I tell you, younglings, nor Enceladus, 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 
Shall feize this prey out of his father's han^s 
W hat, what, y' uniangnine fhal low-hear ted boys, 
Ye white-lim'd walls, ye alehoufc-paintcd figns, 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 
In that it fcorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the fwan's black legs to white, 
Although (he lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the Y mprels from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; cxcuie it how (he can. 

Pern. W ilt thou betray thy noble millrefs thus?" 
Aar My miftrefs is my miftrefs; this, myfelf, 
The vigour and the piclure of my youth, 
This before all the world do 1 prefer ; 
This, maugre all the world, will 1 keep faf« ; 
r fome of you ftiall Imoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever fham'd. 
Chi. Rome will delpiie her for this foul efcape. 
JVur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death. 
Chi I blulh to think upon this ignominy. 
Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears. 
Fie, treacherous hue, that w II betray with biuihing 
The clofe enacts and couufeL of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer; 
Look how the black flave fmUes upon the father; 
As who fhbuld fay, " Old ted, 1 am thine own;" 
He is your brother, Lords ; fenfiWy fed 
Of that felf- blood thai firll gave life to you ; 
And from that womb where you impriibn'd were, 
He is intrancbiied, and come to light. 
N.«y, he's your bt other by the furer fide, 
Although my leal is (lamped in his lace. 
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Nur. Aaron, what fhali I fay unto the Emprefs I 

Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice. 
Save thou the child, fo we may be all fafe« 

Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confute. 
My fon and I will have the wind of you. 
Keep there : now talk at pleafure of your fafety. 

{They Jit on the ground*- 

Dem How many women faw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, fo, brave Lords ; when we all join in 
I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor, ^league, 
The chafed boar, the mountain-lionefs 
The ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms. 
But fay again, how many faw the child I 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myfelf . 

And no one elfe but the deliver'd Emprefs* 

Aar, The Emprefs, the 'midwife, and yourfelf,— 
Two may keep counf^l, when the third's away. 

Go to the Emprefs, tell her, this I faid [He kills her. 

Week, — week ! — fo cries a pig prepaid to th' fpit. 

De?n. What mean'ft thou, Aaron ? wherefore didft. 
thoU this ? 

Aar. O Lord, Sir, 'tis a deed of policy. 
Shall (he live to betray this, .guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu'd babling goffip ? no, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my fiull intent : 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed, 
His child is like to her, fair as you are. 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumftance of all ; 
* And how by this their child fliall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the EmpYor's heir, 
And fubftituted in the pface of mine, 
To talm this temped whirling in the court ; 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, my Lords, ye fee I have given her phyfic, 
And you rauft needs beftow her funeral, 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms, 
This done, fee that you take no longer days, 
But fend the midwife prefently to me. r 
The midwife and the nurfe well made away, 
82. 
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Then Tct the ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chi. Aaron, I fee thou wilt not truft the air 
With fecrets. 

Dent For this care of Tamora, 
Herfelf and her's are highly bound to thee. [Exeunt. 

Aar, Now to the Goths, as fwift as fwattow flies, 
There to difpofe this treafure in my arms, 
And fecretly to greet the Emprefs' friends. 
Come on, you thick'd-Hp (lave, I bear you hence* 
For it is y m that put us to our ftn'fts, 
I'll m:ike you feed on berries, and on roots, 
And feafl: on curds and whey, and fuck the goat, 
And cabbin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp*. \ExH* 

SCENE IV, A ftreet near the palace. 

Enter Titos, old Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gen* 
thmen with hows ; and Titus hears the arrows with 
letters on the end cf them^ 

Til. Come, Marcu9, come; kinfmen, this is the way* 
Sir boy, now Jet me fee your archery. 
Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraight : 
Terras AJlraa re (i quit -be you remember'd, Mar- 
cus ■ 

She's gone, (he's fled Sirs, take you to your tools ; 

You, coufms, (hall go found the ocean* 

And caft your nets ; haply you may find her in the fea ^ 

Yet there's as little juftice as at land 

No, Publius and Sempronius; you muft do it, 
'Tis you muft dig with mattock and with fpade> 
And pierce the inmeft centre of the earth. 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region,. 
\ pray you deliver this petition ; 
Tell him ft is for juftice, and for aid ; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Rome. 

Ah, Rome! Well, well, I made thee miferable* 

What time 1 threw the people's fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. 
Go, get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leavr you not a man of war unfearch'd* 
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This wicked Emperor may have fbipp'd her hence, 
And, kinfmen, then we may. go pipe for juftice. 

Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy cafe, 
To fee thy nobk uncle thus diftradl ? 

Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, , 
By day and night t' attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget fome careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinfman, his forrows are pad remedy. 
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now my matters ? 
What, have you met with her ? 

Pub* No, my good Lord; but Pluto fends yoil word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you {hall. 
Marry, for Juftice (he is now employ'd, 
He thinks, with Jove in heav'n, or fomewhere elfe;. 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we 'are but flirubs, no cedars we; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' fize ; 
But metal, Marcus, flee! to th' very back; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear. 
And fith there is no juftice in earth or hell, 
We will folicit heav'n, and move the gods, 
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs. 
Gome, to this gear; you're a good archer, Marcus. 

\He gives them t&earronvn 

Ad Jfovem, that's for you here, ad Apollinem——* 

Ad Mar tern t that's for myfelf ; 

Here, boy, to Pallas here, to Mercury—— 

To Saturn and t6 Ccclus not to Saturnine 

You were as good to {hoot againft the wind, . 
To it, boy ; Marcus, loofe when T bid. 
O* my word, i have written to efFeft, 
There's not a god left unfolicited. 

Mar. Kinfmen, (hoot all your {hafts into the cotirt> 
We will alHict the Emperor in his pride. [TkeyJIjoot, 

77/. Now, matters, draw; oh, well {aid, Lucius, 
83 *' 
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Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas. 

Mar. My Lord, lama mile beyond the moon* 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done* 
See* fee, thou'ft (hot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This was the fport* my Lord ; when Publius 
The bull being galPd, gave Aries fuch a knock, [fcot^ 
That dow,n fell both the ram's horns in the court. 
And who fhould find them but the Emprefs' villain* 
She laughed, and told the Moor, he fhould not chufe 
But give them to his mafter for a prefent. 
Tit* Why, there it goes. God give your Lordfhip; 
joy!" 

Enter a-Ciown with a hajket and two pigeon* • 

News, news from heav'n ; Marcus, the polt is come*. 
Sirrah* what tidings ? have you any letters ?" 
Shall I have jufttce ? what fays Jttpiter ? 

Clown* /Who? the gibbet-maker ? he fays, that he.- 
hath taken them down again, for the man muft not be> 
bang'd till the. next week. 

Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I afk thee ? 

Clown* Alas, Sir, 1 know not Jupiter ; 
"Ijnever drank. with him in all my. life. 

Tit. Why, villain* art thou not the carrier 

Clown. Ay,, of my. pigeons, Sir; nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, didft thou not come- from heav'n 

Clown, From Heav'n. ? alas, Sir, I never came there:*. 
God forbid 1 .ftould.be fo bold to prefs into heav'n in 
my young days, \\ hy, I am going with my pigeons, 
to the Tribunal ,Plebs*, to take up, a. matter of. brawl; 
betwixt my uncle and one of the Emperial's men. 

Mar. \\ hy, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve for. 
your , oration, and lex him deliver the pigeons to the Em- 
peror from you., 

Tit. Tell me* can you deliver an oration to. the Em- 
peror with a grace ? 

Chwn. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never fay grace ia - 
ajl ray life. 

Tit. .Sirrah, come hiiher, make.no more ado* 
> But give your pigeons to the Emperor, 
P Ik means to fay, Tribunus P^bis* 
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By me thou (halt have juftice at his hands* 

Hold, hold^ mean while, here's money for thy 

Give me a pen and ink. [charges* 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication-? 
Clown. Ay, Sir, 

Tit. Thenhereisa fupplication for you: and whea 
you come to him, at the firft approach you mud knee*, 
then kifs his foot, then deliver up your pigeons, and 
then look for your reward* be at hand, Sir ; fee. 
you do it bravely. 

down. Warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a knife? Come, let me fee it>, 
Here, Marcos, fold it in the oration, 
Eor thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant; 
And when thou haft given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he fays, . 

Clown. God be with you, Sir, I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, follow me. . 

\Exeunti 

SCENE V. The palace- 
Enter Emperor and Emprefs, and her Pwo fons ; the Em* 
peror brings the arrows in his hand that Titus Jhot. 

Sat. Why, Lords, what wrongs are thefe? was ever 
An Emperor of Rome thus overborne-, [jfeejt. 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for th* extent 
Of equal juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ? 
My Lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
(However the difturbers of our peace 
Buzz in the people's ears), there nought hath pafs'd, , 
But even with law againft the wilful fons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an* if 
His fortows have fo overwhelmed his wits? 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his freaks, 
His fits, his phrenzy, and his bitternefs ? 
And now he writes to heav'n for his redrefe. 
See, here's to Jave, and this to Mercury,^ 
This to Apollo, this to the god of war. 
Sweet fcrowls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome f 
What's this but libelling againft the fenate, . 
Afld Llazoning our injufticc ev'ry where ? 
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A goodly humour, is it not, my Lords ? 

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were; 

Beit if I live, his feigned ecftafies 

Shall be no (belter to thefe outrages : 

But he and his (hall knotf, that Juftice lives. 

In Saturninus' health ; whom, if Hie deep, , 

He'll fo awake, as (he in fury (hall 

Cut off the proud 'ft confpirator that lives. 

Tarn- My gracious Lord, raoft lovely Saturnine^ . 
Lord of my life, commander of my thought, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 
Th' effe<3s of forrow for his valiant fons, 
Whofe lofs hath piere'd him deep, and ftarr'd his heart; 
And rather comfort his diftrefTcd plight, 
Than profecute the raeaneft* or the beft, 

For thefe contempt* *Wby, thus it (hall become 

High-witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But, Titus, 1 have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wife, 

Then is all fafc, the anchor's in the port. [Afidti 

Enter Clown* 

How now, good fellow, would'fr. thou fpeak with us? 
Clo. Yea, forfooth, an* your mifterftiip be Em per ia I. 
Tam. Emprefs I am, but yonder (its the Emperor. 
Clo. 'Tis he : God and St Stephen give you good* 
e'en : 

I have brought you a letterand a couple of pigeons here* 

\J1e reads the tetter* . 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently* 

Clo* How much money mud I have ? 

Tam» Come, firrah, thou mull be hang'd. 

Clo- Hang'd! by'r^lady, then 1 have brought up: a. 
neck to a fair end. * [Exit* 

Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs! 
Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 
I know from whence this fame device proceeds : 
May this be borne ? as if his traiterous fons, 
That dy'd by law for murther of our brother* 
Have by my means been butcber*d wrongfully 
Co, drag the viUaia hither by the bail, 
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Nor age nor honour (hall fliape privilege # . 
For this proud mock I'll be thy flaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp'ft to make me great, 
la hope thyfelf fhould govern Rome and me. 

Enter JEmilius. 

Sat. What news with thee, .ffimilius ? 
JEmiL Arm, arm, my ±-orJsj Rome never ha4 
more caufe; 

The Goths have gather'd head, and with a power 
Of high-refolved men, bent to the fpoil, 
They hither march amain, under the conduct 
Of Lucius, fon to old Andronicus ; 
Who threats, in courfe of his revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanos did. 

Sat. ts warlike Lucius General of the Gotbs f 
Thefe tidings nip roe, and I hang the head 
As flowers with frott, or grafs beat down with ftordu* 
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach ; 
* Tis he Uie common people love fo much : 
Myfelf have often overheard them fay> 
(When I have walked like a private man)* 
That Lucius', banifhment was wrongfully, 
And they have wifh'd that Lucius were their Emperor* 

Tarn. Why mould you fear ? is not our city ftrong? 

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 
And will revolt from me to fuccour hin\» 
" %am. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy aanjfc 
Is the fun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it \ 
The eagle fuffers little bird* to fing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby. 
Knowing that with the (hadow of his wings 
He can at pleafure flint their melody ; 
Ev'n fo may 'ft thou the giddy men of Rome* 
Then cheer thy fpirit ; for know, thou Emperor, 
1 will inchant the old Andronicus 
With words more fweet^md yet more dangerous* 
Than baits to fifh, or hone^r-ftalks to iheep, 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted winKSelicious food* 

Sat- But he will not in treat his (m for us, 

9 i e. make or cAablifll privilege. 
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Tarn. If Tamora intreat him, then he will : 
For I can fmooth, anJ fill his aged ear 
With golden promifes ; that "were his heart 
Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf, 
Yet fhould both ear and heart obey my tongue. 
Go thou before as our ambaiTa ior ; [To jEmilius. 

Say that the Emperor requefts a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

$at. ./Emilius, do this mefTage honourably ; 
And ii he ftand onhoftage for his fafety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

JEmil. Your bidding ihall 1 do effectually. 

Tarn. Now will I to that bid An ironicus, 
And temper him, with .ill the art 1 have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths'. 
And now, fweet Emperor, be blyth again, 
And bury all thy feat in my devices. 

Sat. Then go fuccefifully, and plead to him. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT V. S C t N E I. 

* A camp at a fmall diftance from Rome* 

t titer Lucius Hvith Goths, nuit]) drum and foldieh. 

Luc. A Pproved warriors, and my faithful friends 9 

t\ 1 have received letters from great Rome, 
Which fignify what hate they bear their Emptor, • 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore, great Lords, be, as your titles wfrnefs, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 
Let him make treble fatisfac"tion. 

Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the great Andronicus* 
( Whofe name was once our terror, now our comfort}, 
Whole high exploits and honourable deeds. 
Ungrateful Rome requites wjiJj foul contempt, 
Be bold in us ; we'll folio w<3^nere thou lead'ft : 
Like flinging bees in hotteft iummer'sday, 
Led by their matter to the floweJPfields, 
And be aveng'd o^urfed Tamora. 

Omnet. And a%4ie faith, fo' fay we all with him. 
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Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank yoflf aU. 
But who, comes here, led by a lufty Goth ? 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron, nvith his child in his arms, 

Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ftray'd 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaftery ; 
And as I earneftly did .fix mine eye 
Upon the wafted buiJding, fuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a w«il ; 
I made unto the noife, when loon I heard 
1 he crying babe controul'd with this dilcourfe : 
Peace, tawny (lave, half me and half thy dam, 
Did not thy hue bewray whole brat thou art, 
Had natiire lent thee but thy mother's look* 
Villain, thou might'ft have been an Emperor : 
But where the bull and cow are both milk white, 
They never do beget a coal -black calf 
Peace, viHain, peace I (ev'n thus he rates the babe}, 
For I muft bear thee to a trufty Goth ; 
Wh6* when he know* thou art the.Emprefs' babe* 
"U ill hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake. 
'With this, my weapon drawn, 1 rutk'd upon him, 
Surprised him fuddcnly, and brought him hither. 
To ule as you fftink needful of the roan. 

Luc. O worthy Goth, this is th' incarnate devil 
That #bb'd Andronicus cf his good hanJ ; 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your hmprefs eye, 
And here's the bafe fruit of his burning luft. 
Say, wall-ey'd Have, whither would 'it thou convey. 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
"Why doft not fpeak ? what ! deaf i no ! not a word! 
A halter, foldicrs; hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baftardy 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood, 

Luc* Too like the fire for o mr being good. 
Firft, hang the child, that he may lee it iprawl ; 
A fight to vex the father Woul withal. 
Get me a ladder. ^ 

Aar. Lucius, fave the child, 
And bear it from me to the tmperefc. > * 
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If thoti do this, I'll fbew thee wondrous thinga, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear j 
If thou wilt riot, befal what may befal, 
I'll fpeak no more, but vengeance rot you all! 

Luc. Say on ; and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft, 
Thy-child ihall live, and I will fee it nourifcYd. 

Aar. An' if it pleafe thee ? why, allure thee, Lucius, 
'Twill vex thy foul to hear what 1 (hall fpeak : 
For I muft talk of murthera, rapes, and cuafTacrcs, 
Adb of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mifchief, treafon, villanies, 
Ruthtul to hear, yet piteoufly perforra'd : 
And this (hall all be buried by my death, 
Unlefs thou fwear to me my child (hall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; i fay thy child fhall live. 
• Aar. Swear that he {hall, and then 1 will begin. 

Luc. Who ftiould I fwear by ? thou believ'ft no God's 
That granted, how can ft thou believe an oath? 

Aar. What if I do not 1 as indeed I do not; 
Yet, for I know thou art religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called Confciertce, 
With twenty Popilh tricks and ceremonies * * 

Which I have (een thee careful to obferve : 
1 herefore I urge thy oath, (for that 1 know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god, ^Afide* 
And keeps the oath which by that god hWwears, 

To that J'll urge him) ; therefore thou lhalt vow 

By that fame god, what god foe'er it be, % 
That thou ador'ft, and haft in reverence, 
To lave my boy, nourilh and bring him up ; 
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee, 

Luc. Even by my God I fwear to thee I will. 

Aar. Firft, know thi u, I begot him on the Emprefs* 

Luc. O moft infatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou lhalt hear of me anon* 
'Twas her two fons that jpurder'd .Baffianus ; 
They cut thy filter^ tonfue, and raviih d her, 
And cut her hands, and trimmed her as thou faw'ft. 

Luc. Oh, deteftable villain ! ibirft thou that trimming? 

Aar. Why,*me was walh'd, and cut, and trimrod; 
And 'twas tn& fpoxt for them that bad the doing oft. 
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L«<r. Oi, bafb'rous beaftiy villains like thyfelf i 

Aaf* Indeed I wa*s their tutor to inftruft them. 
That cocjding fpirit had they from their mother, 
As fure a card as ever won the fet ; 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of mo, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head 

Well ; let my deeds be witnefs of my worth* 

J train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead corpfe of- Baflknus lay: 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd-i 

Confederate with the Queen and her two fons. 

And what not done that thou haft caufe to rue, , 

Wherein I had no ftroke of mifebief in*t ! 

I playM the cheater for thy father's hand ; 

Jmd when I had it, drew myfclf apart, 

Ad almoil broke my .heart with extreme laughteiv - 

Ilry'd me through the .crevice of a wall, ' 

Wfcn for his hand he had his two fon's.heads^ 

BeWld his tears, and laugh'd fo heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his. 

And when 1 told the Emprefs of this iport, 

She fwooned alaaoft at my pleailng tale, f . 

And for my tidings gave me twenty 'killes. 

Goth+W h&t ! canlithou fay all to this, and never blufli? 

Aar. Ay, Ufce a black dog, as the faying is. 

Luc. Art thou not forry for thefe heinous deeds ? 

Aq^ Ay, that 1 had not done a thoufand mor-e. 
<Ev'n now 1 curfe the day (and yet 1 think 
Few come within the compafs of my curfe) 
Wherein I did not fome notorious ill ; 
As kill a man, or elfe devife his death ; 
RavKh a maid, or plot the way to do it"; 
Accufe fome innocent, and forfwearmyfelf ; . 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks, 
Set fire on barns and hay-ftacks in the night, 
And bid tfie owners quench them with their tears*. 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And fet them upright at their dear friends' doors, < 
Ev'n when their forrow aim oft was forgot ; 
And on their ikins, as. on the bark of trees, 

Vol. VI. + ~ 
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Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, s 
«' Let not your forrow die, though 1 am dead 
Tot, I have done a thouftnd dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would ktil a fly : 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
$ut that I cannot do ten thoufand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil; for he muft riot die 
So fweet a death, as hanging prefentty. 

Mr. If there be devils, would I were a devil, 
Xo live and burn in everlafting fire. 
So I might have your company m hell, 
JBut to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc. Sirs, (lop his mouth, and let him -fpeak no more. 

Enter jEmUius. 

-Goth. My Lord, Aere k a rneflengerfrajn Rome . 
iDefires to be admitted to your pretence. 

hue. Let him come near. 
Welcome, .fimilius? what's the news from Rorn^ 

MmiL Lord Lucius, and you 'princes of the Goths, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me ; 
And, for he under ftarfds you are m arms, 
He craves a parley at yotir Chef's fcoofe, 
Willing you to demand you* hoftages, 
And they mall be immediately deliver 'd. * 

Cotb. What fays our Geieral ? «► 

Luc. ^mifius, let the Emjfcfror-give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, fk 
And we will come. March aWay. xExtuht. 

SCENE III* €Bdnges to Titus 9 sfalace in Komi. 

Enter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius, dijguis'd. 

Tarn. Thus, ratbefe ftrabge *hd<(ad habiliments, 
i will encounter wtth Androntcus ; 
And fay, I am Revenge fern from below 
To join with him, and right mV heinous wrongs : 
JCnock at the ftody, Whfcre they lay he keefcs, 
To ruminate ftrahge plots of dire revenge ; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to Join with him, 
' >ljid work confuf ion on his enemies. 

fTSey krtocki and TitjB affears ab<hn. 
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Tit. Who doth mokft my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That fo my fad decrees may fly away, 
And all my ftudy be to no effect ? 
You are deceiy'd ; for what I mean to do, 
See here in bloody lines I have fet down j 
And what is written, (hall be executed. 

Tarn, Titus, I am come to talk with thee* 

7/7. No, not a word. How can I grace my talk,. 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ? 
Thou haft the* odds of met therefore no more. 

T*m* if thou didii'know^we, tJfcou wouidft ulk with* 

Tit. I. w not roa^ V V kw* thee weU enough : 
Wiftn#& thifr ww^^l fkt.mp, tbefr crimfon lines \ 
Witnefs thefc ttoasjie* ma^ie by grief and cate * r 
Witnefs the tiring daj and heavy night ; 
Witnefs all forre^i that I know thee well 
For our proud jfoaprefs, mighty Tamora^ 
Is not thy coming for, my other hagd ? 

Turn* Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora r 
She is thy enemy.* a»4 I thy friend : 
I am Revenge, lent from th' infernal kingdom, 
To eafe the goading yul^ar^ of thy mind, 
By working wreakfuJt vqugoanse 09 thy; foes. 
Come down, *tid wf4co*a* m$ to thi* world's light ^ 
Coofer with me of murder a^4 t of death : 
Therms not a hollow c^yt, np$. lucking place, 
No vail obfeuwity^ or miiiy,va4e* 
Where bloody Mufdqr or dctcfted Rap* 
Can coudrfor fear, but Will find them out ; 
And in their ears teJA them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake* 

Tit. Art thou Revtnge ? and art thou fent to me, 
To be a torm«n£ te m w^n^n,ie* ^ 

Tarn. I am > th$refo#c corny* downi and wqlcomeime* 

Tit. Do mt fpn^JSMv**© ese, I come to thee*, 
La, by thy^de whe* • &a$« an4 Muirder ftands V 
Now give ibme forage that thott art Revenge, 
Stab them, or t*a* theoftW) thy chariojt wheels^ 
And then I'll come and bft thy waggoner, 
A©d whirl-along with thee about the globes v 
T * 
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frovide two proper pal fries black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away, 
And find out murders in their gtiiky caves. 
And when thy car is loaden with their hea^s, 
1 will difmount, and ty thy waggon wheel 
Trot like a fervile footman aH day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rifing in the eaft, 
Until his very downfal in the fea. 
And day by day I'll do this heavy ta(k, 
So t 1 ou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn. Thefe are my minrfters, and come with me. 

TV/. Are they thy minifters ? what are thty catt'd I 

Ta?H. Rapine and Murder ; therefore catted fo, 
Caufe they take vengeance on fuch kind of men. 

7 it Good Lord, how like the Emprefs' fons they arc, 
And you the Emprefs ! but we worldly men 
Have miferable and miftaking eyes. 

fweet Revenue, now do I come to thee. 

And if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus from abet** 
Tarn. This clofing with him fits his lunacy ; 
Whate'er \ forge to feed his brain-fick fits, 
Do you uphold and maintain in your fpeech ; 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I'll make him fend for Lucius his fon : 
And whilft Tat a banquet hold him fure, • 
I'll find fome cunning practice out of hand^ 
To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Goths, 
Or at the leaft make them his enemies. 
See here he comes, and I muft ply my theme. * 

SCENE IV. Enter Titus. 

7/7, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee v 
Welcome, dread Fury, te my wofuJ houfe; 
Rapine and Murder, you are- welcome too. 
How like the Emprefs and her fons you are 1 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor % 
Could not all hell afford you Arch a devil t 
For, well I wot, the Fmprefs never wags, 
But in her* eompany there is a Moor y - *- 
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And would yoi> reprefcnt oar Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had filch a devil. 
Hot welcome as- yo» are. What (hall we do ? 

What wouldft thoa have u^do, Andronicu*? 
Shew me a mttderer, I'll deal with him. 

Gbi* Shew me a villain that has done a rape> 
And I am fent to b» reveag'd on him. 

Tarn. Shew me a thottfandtbat have done thee wrong* 
And I wtH be t evenged-on: them all, 

77/. Look round aboui the wicked ftreets of Rome, 
And when thou findft amaa that's like thyfelf, 
Good Marder, ftab him } he's a murderer. 
Go' thou with him ; and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, ftabhimj he's a ra?ifl»r. 
Go thou with thcea r add in the Itaperor scourtr 
There is a Qaeca attt tfded by a Moor ; 
Well may\\ thou know her by.* thy own proportion* . 
For op and down flit doth referable thee ; 
% I "pray thee do ori them foroe viofent death; 
They have been* violent to me and mine 

Tarn. WeB haft tfcoU letion'd u*/ this-fliall we doV 
Bat would it pleafe thee* good Andronicus^ 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice-valtant fon, 
Who leads tow Yds Rome a band of warlike Goths** 
Atid bid him come and banqifeC at thy hdule. 
When he is here, even at thy folemafeaft, 
I wiy bring in the fimprefs and her ions* 
The Emperor himfetf and all thy foes ; 
Aftd at thy mercy (haW they ftoop and kneel, . 
And on them fthatt thtroe*te thy angry heart. 
What fays Aodronkos to this device ? 

Tit. Marcus,, my brother 1-— -'tis fad Titutcattst 

Enter Marcus. . 

0»V gejttfe Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thott ihj\t in<|uife him out among the Godm . 
Bid him repair to me f and bring with him < 
Some the chiefeft princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him ifteantp his ioldier* where they are ; 
Tell; him the Emperor and the Emprefs too 
fcait at my houle, and he (hall feaft with them*. 

1-3 
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This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 
As he regards his aged father's life. 

Mar. This Will I do, and foon return again, [Exit* 

Tarn. Now will 1 hence about nay bufinels, 
And take my minifters along with me. 

Tit Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay wi;h nie,. 
Or elfe I'll call my brother back again, 
And cleave to no Revenge but Lucius. 

Tarn, What fay you, boys ? will you abide with him* 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the-Emperor, 
How I have govern'd our determin'd jeft I 
Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair, 
And tarry with him till I come again. [dfide« t 

Tit, I know them all, tho' they fuppofe me mad ; 
And will o'er- reach- them in their own devices : 
4 pair of curfed hell-hounds and their dam. 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleating leave us here. 

Tarn. Farewell A-ndronicusI Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. {Exit Tamora* 

Tit % I know thou doft ; and, fweet Revenge, fa reweL . 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how (ball we b« employ'd? 

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 
Pjublius, come hither, Cakts, and Valentine 

Enter Piublius and Servants* 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Tit. Know ye thefe two ? 

Pub. The Emprefs? fons, 
Iitake them, Chiron, and Demetrius' 

Tit j Fie, Publius, fie ; thou arc too much* deceived * ; 
The one is- Murder, Rape is th* other's name ; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius j 
Caios and- Valentine, lay hands on theav . * 

Qft have you heard me wilh for filch an hour, . 
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure, * 

[£.V/7-TitnSd . 

Chh VHlains, forbear ; we are the Empreis.' long. 

Pub. And therefore do we what .vc are,commanded«: , 
Stop dole their mouths ; let them not ipeaka word* 
IlMlure bound ? look that ye bind thesa fajQL 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife , and Lavinia ivittf 
a bafon* 

Tit. Come, corns, Lavinia; look* thy foes are bound* 
Sirs, ftop their mouths, Jet them not fpeak to me, 
But let them hear whatfeariul words 1 utter. 
Oil, villains, Chiron, and Demetrius ! 
Here ftands the fpring whom you have Hain'd with mud, 
This goodly iummer with your winter mix'd : 
You kill'd her hufband, and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemn 'd to death; 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft : 
Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more deaf 
Than hands op tongue, her fpotleis chafticy, 
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc*d. 
What would ye fay, if I Ihould let you fpeak ? 

yillains ! foi (hame you could not beg for graces 

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut ycur throats, 

"W hi I ft that Lavinia 'twixt her (lumps doth hold 

The baibn .that receives your guilty blood. 

You know your mother means to feaft with me, 

And culls herielr Revenge,* and- thmksaie mad ■ ^ 

Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to duft, 

And with your blood and it I'll* make a pafte ; 

And 01 the pafte a coffin will I rear, 

And make two parties of your fhameful heads; . 

And bid that ttrumpet, your. unballow'd- dam, . 

like tp theearth, fwallow her own increafc 

This is the feaft that I have bid ber to, 

And this the banquet Ihe (hall furfeit on ; 

For worle than Philomel you u&'d my daughter* , 

And wocfe than Procue I will be revenged. 

And now prepare. your; throats: Lavinia, come, . 

Receive tfce blood *, and when .that jtbey are dead, , 

Let me go grind their bones tp powder fmall, 

And with this hateful liquor temper it; 

And in that pafte. let their vile heads be baek'd. 

Come, come, be every one officious 

T&xaake this bapquet, which 1 wilh. might prove j 
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More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs' feaft. 

f He cuts their throats,. 
&H now bring them it, for HI play the cook, 
And fee them ready 'gain ft their mother comes. [Exeunt. 

Enter Laeiiw, Marcus* and Goths, imtb Aaron prifinerz* 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince h \t my father's mind' 
That 1 repair to Rome, f am content. 

Goth, And ours with thitte, befal what fortune wilt* 

hue. Good tmde, take you in this barbarotts Mwc t f 
This Ravenous tyger, thfs accurfed devil ; 
Let him receive no iuftenartrcej fetter bim, 
Till he be brought unto the Emperor's face** 
For teftimony of thefe foul pt oxcedrag* : • 
And fee the ambumof our friends be ftrdng^ 
1 fear the Emperor mean* no godd to us. 

Aar. ,>ome devif whifper cur fe* in my ear, 
And prompt me that my tongue-may utter fottlf* 
The venomous malaeeof my fweHing htart I 

Luc. Away, mhroman dog, unhallowed fftve. 

\Exeuttt Goths w/Y* Aafoev 
S5rs, help our uncle to convey him in*. IFlo+fiiJfo . 
The. trumpets (hew the BtopeVopis at hand. 

£ G £ N E VI. 

Sound trumpets* Enter Emperor and "Eniptefs, ivstJ&> 
Tribunes and others* 

Sat. What, hati* tj* fwmmrnen* more funs thaa one ? • 

Jjuc What boots itfhet t©~ caUtkyielf iuri ? . 

Mar. Rom^'iE«)ffi^of y amdn<pli4w # bfcal^bcp^ky- ; 
Thefe/quarrels mutt bo qttietry-debated : 
The feaft is ready. Which tbt cafefnl Titos J 
Hath ofdaift'd to an hoftowtabfcreifci, 
For peace, for lort, f** league, and good USR-otrte* ; 
Pleafe you therefore dra£? migh* awl take your pkeeftv . 

&*r. MarCoi, we wMl. \fi**tb*js % . 

A table brought in> Enter Titus * cook, placing fhe, 
meat the table, and Lavinu with a. veil over ber* 
/ace. 

TM. Welcome, my graoiom JUwd ; wekome^ dread : 

Q£een ; , 
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Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius ; 
And welcome all : although the cheer be poor, 
Twill fill your (lomachs, pleafe you eat of it. 

Sat.' Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 

7"//. Becaufe 1 would be fure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs. 

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my heart, you were* 
My Lord the Emperor, tefolve me this: 
"Was it well done of rafti Virginius* 
To flay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Becaufe fhe was infore'd, ftatn'd, and dcflotvr'd i 

Sat. It was, Andronicus* 

Tit. Your reafon, mighty Lord ? 

Sat. Becaufe the girl fhould not furvive her fhame, 
And by her pre/ence ftill renew his forrows. 

Tit. A reafon mighty, ftrong* and effectual, . 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, -moR wretched, to perforin the like. 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy (hame with thee, 
And with thy fhame thy father's forrow die 1 

[He kills her. 

Sat. What has thou done, unnatural and unkind i 

7 it. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me 
I am as woful as Virginius was, [blind. 
And have a thoufand times more caufe than he 
To do this outrage. And it is now done. 

Sat. What, was fhe ravlftfd ? tell, who did the deed ? 

77/. VA ill't pleale you eat, wiil't pleafe your Highnefs 
feed. 

* Tarn. Vi hy hift thou flain thine only daughter thus! 
77/. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They ravifh d her, and*cut-away her tongue ; 
And they, 'twas they,' that did her allthis wrong. 
Sat. Oo, fetch them hither to us prefently. 
77/ Why, there they are both, baked in that pye» 
Wher«of their mother daintily hath led ; 
Eating the flefh that Ihe herfelf hath bred, 
'l is true, 'tis true; witnefs my knife's lharp point. 

. [He fiabs the Emprefs '. 

Sat. Die, frantie wretch, for this accur fed deed. 

[He flab* Titus* 
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hue. Can the ion's eye behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed-. 

[Lucju^ Jlabi tbt Eruption. 

Mar. You iad-fac'd men, people aad fons of Roo*e, 
fiy uproar fever' J, lrke a flight of fowl, 
Scattered by winds and high tempeftuous galls. 
Oh, Jet me teach you how to knit again 
This fcatter'd corn into one mutual Iheaf, 
Thefe broken limbs again, into one body* 

Gotk. Let Rome her&lf be bade uutb herfelCfc 
And (he whom mighty kingdoms curt(cy to, 
Like a forlorn and defper ace eaft away, 
Do ihameful execution on hexftif* 

Mar. But if my frofty flgpsaad chaps of age, 
G rave • wttneffe* of crue e«perj«*i£6, 
Cannot induce, yon to atttad-my word** 
Speak Room's dea* frip&4* erft our aaceftoi, 

When with this iMoflw. tongue h^ did dUfcourie 
To love-ficlsDido's fad atttndi ag tar, 
The dory of that baleful burning night. 
When fnbtle Greeks furpris'd King Priam's Troy: 
Telius, what Sinoo hath bewitch'd oar earsi 
Or who: hath brought the fatal ea^nst ia^ 
That gives our Troy, our Rooae, the^Gurttwottncfr 
My heart h not cooapa& of, flint, nor fteel« j 
Nor c*n I utter all ouj: bitter gnef, 
Bttt floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
And break my very utt'rancc ; even in the time 
When it ihould move you to attend me moft* 
Lending your kind conansiferatioa. - 
Here is a captain, let hUatell the tale. 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak* 
Lpe* Then, noble auditory,, be it known to you* 
That Curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our Emperor's brother, 
And they it were that ravilbed our filler : 
for their fell faults our, brothers were beheaded, 
Pur father's, tears defpis'd, and bafely.coacn'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel oe% 
And fent her enemies into the girayc, 
fcaftivfc myfetf unkiadly'baailhcdj 



Digitized by Google 



•Sc 6. Thus Andronictu. -aiy 

The gates flrot On ine, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms t 'embrace me as a friend : 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preferv'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her bofooi took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the fteel in my advent'rous body. 

Alas you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juft, and full of truth. 
But foft, methinks I do digrefs too much, 
Citing my wort hie fs praife : oh, pardon me ; 
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelves. 

Mar* Now is my tongue to fpeak. Behold this child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 
The iflue an irreligious M<K>r, 
Chief architect and plotter of thefe woes* 
The villain is alive in Titus' bottTe, 
Damn'd as he is, Co witnefs^this is true. 
Now judge, what caufe had 1 itus to revenge 
Thele wrongs unfpeakablc, pdft patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what fay yon, Romans ? 
Have we done aught araifs i fixe w us wherein ; 
And from the ptoce where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronicus, 
We'll hand in hand all headlong caft us down, 
And on the ragged ftones beat out our brains, 
And make a mutual clofure of our houte. 
Speak, Romans, fpeak; and If you fay * we (hall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 wiH fall. 

MmiL Come, come, thou reverend man of Home, 
And bring our Emperor gently m thy hand, 
Lucius our Emperor t for well 1 know 
The common voice doth cry, it thatl be fo. 

Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's Royal Emperor ! 
Go, go into old Titus' forrowful houfc, 
And hither hate that tnitbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd ibme direful Slaughtering death, 
As punifbment for his moil wicked life- 
Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious Governor 1 
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Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern fo, 
To heal Rome's .harm, and drive away. her. woe : 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while,- 
For nature puts me to. a heavy taflc. 
Stand all aloof; but, uncle, draw you near. 
To (bed obfequious tears upon this- trunk. 
Oh, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain'd face; 
The laft true duties of 'thy aoble fon« 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and Jov'mg.kifs for kifs, 
Thy brother Marcu* tenders on thy lip?. 
O were the fum of thefe that 1 ihould pay 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay tbem! . 

Luc, Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in lhowsra ; thy grandfire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time he dane'd* thee on his knee ; 
Sung thee afleep, his loving breaft thy. pillow. 
Many a matter hath he toid to thee, 
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ; ; 
In that refpeel then, like a loving child. 
Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo* . 
Friends (hould affociate friends* in grief, and woe. 
Bid him farewell, commit him t& the grave 5 
Do him . that kindnefs, and take leave of him; 

Boy. O grandfire, grandfire ! even with all my heart, 
7 Would I were dead, fo you did live again 

Lord, I cafinot fpeak to him for weeping 

My tears will choke me if 1 ope my mouth. 

SCENE VII. Enter Romans with Aaron,' 

* • 

Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with woe«. 
Give fentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been. breeder of thefe dire events.' 

Luc. Set him brcaft-dcep in earth, and fam^fli hiau 
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food. 
If any one relieves.or pities him, 
For the offence, he dies. This is our doom. 
Some day to fee hida faft'ned in the earth, . 

Jar* O, w hy {hould wrath be mute and fury dumb !— 

1 am no baby, I, that with bafe prayers 
I ihould repent the evil I have done. 
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Ten thoufand worfe, than ever yet I did, 
"Would Isperfofra^ if I might have toy will, 
rf ene good deed in all my life I did, 
1 do repent it from my very foul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence, 
And give^ him burial in his father's grave* 
My father and Lavinia (hall forthwith 
Be clofed in our houfhold's monument. 
As for that heinous tygrefs Tar&ora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in tnournful weeds, 
No mournful bell (hall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beafh and birds of prey. 
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity 4 
And being fo (hall have like want of pity. 
See juilice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 
from whom our heavy haps bad their beginning ; 
Then, afterwards, we'H order well the ftate ; 
That like events may ne'er k ruinate. [Exewtf omnti* 
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dramatis 

Duncan, King of Scotland. 

Macbeth, "> -Generals of the 
Banquo, S King's urmy. 
Lenox, ) 
Macduff, 1 

Roflc, \ Ntlblemen of Scot 
Mcnteth, I land, 
Angus, | 
Cathncfi. J 
Flcancc, fin to Banquo, 
Siward, General of the EngUfi 
forces, 

.S\C EN E % in the end of the font 
reft of the flay, in Scotland, and 



P ERS O UM. 

Young Si ward, his fin, 

Seyton, an officer attending on 

Macbeth. 
Son to Macduf. 
DoBor, 

Lady Macbeth, 
Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewomen attending on Lady 
Macbeth. 

Hecate, and three other Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Sol- 
diers, and Attendants, 

The Ghoft of Banquo, and fever al 
other apparitions. 

) a8 9 lies in England/ through tU 
Kejlj rt Macbetk's cafile* 



ACT I. SCENE U 

An open place* 
Thunder and lightning* Enter three Witches* 



j Witch. ^ "TT 7 Hen (hall wc three meet again ? 

i thunder, lightning, or in rai 
2 Witch, When the hurly-burly's 



W 



> 



When the battle's loft and won. £done, 
3 Witch That will be ere fet of fun« 

1 Witch, Where the place ? 

2 Witch, Upon the heath. . 

3 Witch, There I go to meet Macbeth, 

I Witch, I come, I come, Grimalkin.— 

* This is fuppofed to be a true hiftoryj taken from Heeler Bdctmf, 
,«nd other Scotti/h chroniclers* 
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2 Witch, Padocke calls — —anon! 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

f \T hey rife from the Jl age, and fly away* 

S C £ N £ II. Changes to the palace at Forres. 

Enter King, Malcolm, Donald Bane, Lenox, with At' 
tendants, meeting a bleeding Captain . 

King. What bloody man is that ! he can report, 
As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweft ftate. 

Mai- This is the Serjeant, 
Who, like a good and hardy foldier, fought 
'Gainft my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend I: 
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil 
As thou didft leave it. 

Capt. Doubtful long it ftood ; 
As two fpent fwimmers that do cling together,, 
And choke their art : the mercilefs Macdonel 
( Worthy to be a rebel ; for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do fwarm upon him) from the wciiern ifles • 
Of kernes and gallow-glaflcs was fupply'd ; 
And Fortune qvl his damned quarrel lmiling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deferves that name),*- 
Difdaining Fortune, with his brandilh'd Heel, 
Which fmok'd with bloody execution, 
Like Valour's minion carved out his paffage, 
Till he had fae'd the flave ; 
Who ne'er Ihook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unfeam'd him from the nape to th* chops, 
And nVd his head upon our battlements. 

King. Oh, valiant coufm ! worthy Gentleman! 

Capt. As whence the fun 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwrecking llorms and direful thunders breal^ ; 
So from that fpring whence comfort feem'd to come*- 
Bifcorufit well'd* Mark; King of Scotland, mark ; 
No fooner Juftice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compel I'd thele fkipping kernes to truft their heels; 
Rot toe Norweyaa Lord, furveying 'vantage, 
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"With furbifti'd arms, and new fappKes of men, 
Began a frefh afTault. 

King. DifmayM not this 
Our Captains, Macbeth and Banquo ^ 

Capt. Yes, 

As fparrows, eagles; or the hare, the Hon. 
If lfay footh, I mull report, they were 
As cannons overcharg'd with double * cracks*. 
So they redoubled ftrokes uj>on the foe; 
Except they meant to bathe in recking wotl&di, 
Or memorize f another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell — 

But I am faint, roy ga(hes cry for help ■ - 

King. So well thy words become thee, at thy wound** 
They fmack of honour both* Go, get himfurgeoas. 

Enter Roflc and Angus* 

But who comes here X 

Mai. The worthy Thane of Roffe. 

Len What hade looks through his eyes? 
So fhould he look that feems to fpeak J things ftrange* 

Roffe God fave the King ! 

King. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Thane? 

Roffe. From Fife, great King, 
• Where the Norweyan banners flout the fkf, 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himlelf, with numbers terrible, 
A (Med by that mod dtfloyal traitor 
'1 he Thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dtfmal conflict ; 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, hpt in proof. 
Confronted him with felf-comparifons ||, 
Point againft point rebellious, arm 'gainft arm, 
Curbing his lavifh Spirit. To conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 

King, Great happinefs ! 

Roffe. Now Sweno, Norway's King, craves compofi- 
Nor would we deign him burial oi his men, [tian : 

* doublet U here uicd for great t and aot for tw* 

f mot orize, for rvcie. 

\ i. e. that fttm* as if he would fpeak. 

It t. i • gave him as g«od as he btuught, Ihcw'd he was bU e^uaL 
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Till he difburfed, at Saint Colmeikill ifle • 
Ten thoufand dollars, to our gen'ralf ufe. 

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive 
Our bofonvint'reft J. Go, pronounce his death ; 
And with his former title greet Macbeth* 
-Rofe, 1 11 fie it done. 

King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE r III. Changes to the heath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches* 

x Witch. Where haft thou been, fitter? 

a^Witch. Killing fwine. 

3 Witch. Sifter, where thbu 1 

1 Wit 6b. A Tailor's wife had chefnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and niounchc Give me, . 

quoth I, 

Aroint thee, witch ! —the rump-fed ronyon cries. 
Her Hulband's to Aleppo gone> matter o* th* Tyger, 
But in a fieve.ril thither fail, 
And like a rat without a tail,' 
1JJ do I'll do and HI do. 

2 Witch. Til give thee a wind. 
1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And 1 another. 

1 Witch. I myfeif have all the other, 
And the very points they blow ; 
All the quarters that they know, 
r*tfc» ihip-man's card. 
I will drain him dry as hay, 
Sleep (hall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent houfe lid ; 
He ihall live a man forbid ; 
"Weary fev'n-nights, nine times nine, 
Shall ne dwindle, peak and pine. 
Though his bark cannot be loft, 
Yet iulhall be tempeft-toft. 
/ Look what 1 have, 

• One of the weftern iflcs of Scotland, ©tbcrwifc called 

\ general for public 

\ bofim-MtereJi t for trvfl, , 

u 3 
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2 Witch. Shew m€, fkcw me. 

i Here t have a pilot s thumb, 

Wreck'd as home ward he did coma* [Drupe wtJfo*. 

3 Witch, A druHO, a drum ! 
Macbeth doth come 3 

All. The wey ward fitters, hand in hattd* 
Potters 6f the fea and Und, 
Thus do go about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine L 
Peace ! the charm's wound up* 



Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other 
Attendant*. 

Math. So .foul and fair a day I force aotfccn. 

Ban. How far is'* call'd to Forres ? — What are thefe*. 
So witber'd, aad fo wild in their attire, 
That look not like the inhabitants ©' th' earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you,, or are ye aught 
That man may queftion ? You feem to uaderffcand mc^ 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her fkinny lips. You thonid be woman 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
1 hat you are fb. 

Macb* Speak, if yon can*; what are you ^ 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth 1 hail to the** Than* 

of Glamis ! 

2 Witch. All hail, MacbethJ JiaH io \bct> Thane 

or Cawdor ! 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth. ! that fhak be King. 

hereafter. 

Ban. Good Sir, why do you ftart, and feem to fear 
Things that do found lb fotr ? r th,' name of truth, 
Are ye fantaftical f , or Uia£ indeed [To. the Witches* 
Which outwardly ye Ihew ? My noble partner 
You greet with prefent grace, and great predL&ioa 
Of ncble having, and of royal hope, 
That he feems rapt withal, to me you fptak not*, 
if you can look into the feeds of time, 

• fantajlicak for [uftrnaturat, Jfc&iteaL 



SCENE 



IV. 
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And fay, which grain will grow and which will oot* 
Speak chen to me, who ©either beg nor fear , 
Your favours nor your hate* 

1 Witch, IJaU! 

2 Witch. Hail ! 

3 Witch. Hail! 

1 Witch. Lefler than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. No fo happy, yet much happier. 

3 /f/'/ofr. Thou (haLt get Kings, though thou be noxxc^ 
So* all hail, Macbeth and Banqno ! 

I Witch^ Banquo and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb Stay, you imperfect Ipeakers, tell me morew 
By Sine!'* 9 death, 1 know i'in Thane of Clamis; 
But how of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor live*, 
A profp'rous gentleman. And, to be King, 
Stands not within the profpe& of.belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this Arange intelligence r or why 
Upon this blafted heath you Hop our way, 
With fuch prophetic greeting ?— Speak, i charge yoq» 

\Witebes vanijh* 

Ban. The earth hath hubbies, as the water has ,; 
And theie are of them : whither are they vantih'd I 

Macb % Into the air: «hW whatleem'd corporal 
Melted, as breath, into the wind, " ;» ■ 
*Would they had ftaid ! 

Ban. Were fuch things here as are do fpeak about f 
Or have we esMjea of the inlane root* 
That takes the reafon prifoner ? 

Macb. Your children Iball beKia$s> 

Ban. You fhall be King. 

Mach. And T hane of Cawdor tao • wen* it not fo t 
Ban. To thefelf fame tune, aod words, Who's here ? 

SCENE V. Enter Rdfle and Angus, 

Rojfe. The King hath happily rectiv'd, Macbeth* 
The news of thy. Jatccefs ; and when he reads, 
Thy perfonnl Venuif e f in the rebel*' fight. 
His wonders and his praiies do contend, 
Which mould be thine or his. SUexxc'd-widtihat* 

• The father of Macbeth* 
\ L u adventure^ 
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In viewing o'er the reft o* th* felf-fame day* 
He finds thee in the (lout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyfeJf did ft make, 
Strange images of deaths As thick as hail, 
Came pod on poft; and every one did bear 
Thy praifes in his kingdom's great defence ; ; 
And pour'd them down before him* 

Ang. We are fent, 
To give thee, from our royal mailer, thanks y- 
Only to herald thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Rojfe And for-an earneft of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane^of Cawdor t ' 
In which addition, hail, moil worthy Thane ! 
For it h thine\ 

Ban. What, can the devil fpeak true ? 
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor hvea ? 
"Why do you drefs me in his borrow'<l robes ? ; 

Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgement bears that life 
Which he deferves tolofe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway, or did line the rebel 
With- hidden help and Vantage ; or that with both * 
He labour'd in his country's wrecks I know notj 
But treafons capital/ contefs d and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glamis and Thane of Cawdor-! \j4Jtde^ 
The grcateft is behind. Thank* for your pains. 

[To Angus. 
Do you not hope your children (hall be Kings ? 

[TaBanquo* 

"When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis d no lefs to them-? 

Ban^ 1 hat, jtrufted home, 
Might yet inkindle • you unto the crown, 
Beudes the Thane of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange: • 
And oftentimes, to win u* to our harm, 
The instruments ol darknefs tell us truths; 
Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us • 
In det peft caniequence^ 

Coufins, a word, 1 pray you. [Ta Roue and Angus, 
f ink'mdki for to ftmulatc you to feck % 
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Mach. Two troths are told, [Aftde. 
As happy prologues to the fwelling ac*l 
Of the Imperial theme. I thank you, Gentlemen-— 
This fupernatural foliciting * 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be s;ood. ■ ■Ifill, 
"Why hath it giv'n me earned of fuccefs, 
Commencing- in a truth ? I'm Thane of Cawdor. 
If good, why do I yield \ to that fuggeftion, 
Whofe horrid image doth uprk my hair, 
And make my feated heart knock at my ribs 
Againft the ufe of nature ? preient feat* 
Are lefs than horrible imaginings. 
My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantafticalj 
Shakes fo my fmgle ftate of man, that funwttoa 
Is frrother'd in furmiie \ ; and nothing it 
But what is not || 

Ban. Look, how our. partner's i*apt I 

Mach. If chance will have me King, why, chanoe 
may crown , me, [Aftde* 
Without my ftir. 

Ban. New honours came upon him, 
Like our ft range garments cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ufe. 

Macb. Come what come may, [AJide^ 
Time and the hour runs thro* theTougheft day. 

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upon your leifufe. 

Mdcb. Give me your favour: my dull brain Wa$ 
wrought 

With things forgot. Kind Gentlemen, your pains 
Are regift'red where every day I turn 

The leaf to read them Let us tow rd the King; 

Think upon what hath chane'd; and at more time, 

[To Banc^uo. 
{The interim having weigh'd it) let us fpeak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly, 

Macb. Till then, enough : come, friends. [Exeunt* 

• felicittvg, far hfartmtkn. 

f yield, not for confent » but for to be.fubJutdfy* 

t furmife,' for couttmplationl 

|| i. e. I can give t o attention to any thing but to the future pr*t 
fpt(l of the crowa. 
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SCENE VI. Changes to the palace. 

Flourijb. Enter King, Malcolm, Donald Banc, Lenox* 
and attendants. 

K-ng. Is execution done on Gawdor yet ? 
Or not thofe in commiffion yet return *d.> 

Mai. My Liege, 
They are not yet come back. But I have fpoke 
With one that faw him die ; who did report, 
That very frankly he confefs'd his treafons; 
Implor'd your Highnefs' pardon, and fet fortk 
A deep repentance ; nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd, 
As one that h.cd been ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he own'd, 
As 'twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. There's no art, 
To find the mind's conftruction in the face* 
He was a Gentleman, on whom I built 
An abfolute trurt. 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roue, and Angus*. 

worthieft coufin ! 

The fin of my ingratitude e'en now 

Was heavy on me. ThbuVt fo far before, 

That fwifteft wing of recompence is flow, 

To overtake thee. 'Would thou'dft lefs deferv'd. 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 

Might have. been mine ! only I'v* left to fay, 

More is thy due, ev'n more than all can pay. 

Mach. The fervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itfelf. Your I lighoefs' part 
Is.to receive our duties ; and our duties 
Are to your throne, and ftate, children and fervants; 
Which do but what they fliould, by doing every thing* 
Fief'd # tow Yd your life and honour. 

King. Welcome hither. 

1 have begun to plant thee, and wilt labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo r 
Thou haft no lefs defcrv'd, and muft be knowa 
No lefs to have done fo : let me infold thefi, 

• i. €. engaged to the fupport of. 
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And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow, 
The harveft is your own. 

King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in fullnefs, feek to hide themfelves 
In drops of forrow. Sons, kinfmen, Thanes, 
And you whofe places are the neareft, know. 
We will eftablilh our eftate upon 
Our eldeft Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honour mud 
Not unaccompanied inveft him only ; 
But iigns of noblenefs, like (lars, (hall mine 
On all defervers — Hence to Invernefs, [To Macbeth* 
And bind us further to you. 

Macb. The reft U labour, which is not us'd for you ; 
I'll be myfelf the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 
So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Macb. The Prince of Cumberland! — that is a flep, 
On which I muft fall down, or elie o'erleap, [Afide. 
Tor in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 
Let not night fee my black and deep defires : 
The eye wtnkat the hand ! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to fee. [Exit, 

King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full fo valiant ; 
And in his commendations 1 am fed ; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome, 
ltisapeerlefskinfraan. {Flourijh. Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to an apartment in Macbeth'* cafile at Invernefs. 

Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter. 

Lady. They met me in the day of fuccefs : and I have 
learn d by the perfected report*, they have more in them 
than mortal knowledge. When I burnt in deftre to que ft ion 
them fur /her, they made themfelves air, into which they va- 
nifh y d. While I flood rapt in the wonder of it, came mif-- 
ftves from the King, who all haifd me Ihanc of Caw- 

? report, for prciiftion* 
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dor ; by which title, before, theft nveynvard fifiers fa luted 
fne, and referred me to the coming on of time, ivith Hail ! 
King that fhalt be ! This have I thought good to deliver 
thee, ( my dear eft partner of greatnefs J t that thou tniqhffl 
not life the dues of rejoicing* by being ignorant of what 
great nefs is promised thee. Lay it to iky heart \ and fare* 
*wel. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ■■■ ... . and fhak be 
What thou art promis'd. " Yet do I fear thy nature j 
" It is too foil o' th' milk of human kindneis, 
4 * To catch the neareft way* Thou would'ft be great, 
" Art not without ambition ; but without 
" The illnefs mould attend it. What tho* wouldft 
highly, 

That wouldlt thou holily 5 wouldft not play falfe, 
And yet would ft wrongly win* Thoa'dft have, great 
Giamis* 

That which cries, This thou mufi do % if thou have it ; 
And that's what rather thou doft fear to do ft 
Than wiflieft fliould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That 1 may pour myfpirks in thine ear, 
And chaftife with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the -golden round. 
Which fate, and mettphyfic * aid, doth Utm 
To have crown'd thee wichaU 

Enter RUJenger* 

What is your tidings \ 

Mejf. The King comes hereto-night* 

Lady. Thou 'it mad to fay it. 
Is not thy mailer with him ? who, were't fo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Mejf. So pleafe you, it is true : our Thane is coming* 
One of my fellows had the fpeed of him ; 
Who, almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more 
Than would make up his meifagc* 

Lady Give him tending ; 
He brings great news*. The raven himftlf *s not hoarfe, 

\Exit Mtf. 

« Tnat croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
« Under my battlements. Come, all you fpiritt 

• metafile, for fuperuaturtt 
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* That tend on mortal * thoughts, unfex me here $ 
% And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 

Of direft cruelty; make thick my Wood, 

* Stop up th' accefs and parage to remotfe, 
That no compunctious vifiti^gs of natiue 
Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace + between 

* Th' effe<ft and it. Gome to my woman's breads, 
And take my mHk for gall, yoamurthVmg minifters I 

* AVhere ever in your fightlefs fubftances £ night! 

4 You wait on nature's J: mi fchief. Gome, thick 

"* And pall | thee in the dunneft fmoak of hell, 

* That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes ; 
"* Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
« Toc/y, Hold, hold! — 

Enter NIacbeth. 

<5reat Glamis ! worthy Cawdor ! [Embracing him* 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter i 
Thy letters have tranfporced me beyond 
This ign'rant ** prefenr, time*, and 1 feel now 
The future in the inftant. 

Macb* Deareftlove, 
Duncan comes here to nrgfit« 

Lady* And -when, goes hence ? 

Macb. To-morrow, as. he purpofes. 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall fun that morrow fee I— — 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men 
May read ftrange f+ matters. To fctguile the time! 
Look like the time; hear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ferpeat uncjer't. He that's coming 
Muft be provided for_; agd you fhajl j ut 
This night's great bufinefb into my idiipajtcb, 
Which (hall to all o«r nights and 4*y* to come 
Give.folfty foverejgn fwaj and raa^ler^om* 

* i. e . deadly. 

f keep peace, for go let-ween (imply. The alUifyn to officer! of 
. juflice who keep peace between rioteis by go/Kg pet-ween tjbcm, 
I nature, tot human. 
\ i. e. wrap chyfclf in a pal!. 

ignorant ; for bafe t poor, tgnohle. 
ft Jtrange, for dangerous. 

Vol. VU f X 
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Macb* We will fpcak further. 

Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. 
Leave all the re It to me* [Exeunt* 

SCENE VIII. Before Macbeth' s cafilegate. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter King* Malcolm, Donald 
Bane, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roue, Angus, and 
Attendants* 

King. This caftle hath a pleafant feat # ; the air 
Nimbly and fweetly recommends itfelf 
Unto our general fenfe. 

Ban* This guefrof fummer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his lov'd manfionry, that heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, nor coigne of 'vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 
"Where they molt breed and haunt, 1 have obferv'd 
The air is delicate. 

Enter Lady. 

King. See, fee 1 our honour'd hoftefs ! 
The love that follows us fomctimes is our trouble* 
Which ftill we thank as Jove. Herein I teach you, 
How you (hould bid God yeld us \ for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady, All our fervice 
(In every point twice done, and then done double) 
Were poor and (ingle bufinefs to contend 
Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your Majefty loads our houfe. For thofe of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We reft your hermits J:, 

King . Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpofe 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well, 

• fiat is the fame Word as fite . 

f To bid any one God-jeld bim, i. C. Gci-yicld him, was the fan* 
as Got reward him. 
\ btrmits* for bead/men* 
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And his great love ((harp as his fpur) hath ho!p him 
To's home before us. Fair and noble hollcfs, 
We are your gueft to night. 

Lady. Your fervants ever 
Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt, 
To make their audit at your highnefs* pleafure, 
Still to return your own. 

King. Give me your hand ; 
Conduct me to mine hod; we love him highly, 
And (hall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hoftefs. £ExeUnt» 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to an apartment in Macbeth's caftle. 

Hautboys* torches. Enter divers fervants with dijbes and 
fervice ever the ft age* Then Macbeth. 

Mac. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere 
It were done quickly : If th' affaflination £\veli 
Could trammel op the confequence, and catch 
With its furceafe, fuccefs ; that but this blow 

Might be the be all and the end all Here. 

But here, upon this bank and (helve of time. 

We'd jump the life to come. But in thefe cafes, 

" We ftill haye judgment here, that we but teach 
*« Bloody inftrutfions; which, being taught, return 
•« To plague th' inventor. Even handed JuRice 
«« Returns th 1 ingredients of our poifon'd chalice 
«« To our own lips. He's here in double truft : 
" Firft, as I am his kinfman and his fubjedt, 
«• Strong both againft the deed : then, as his hoft, 
" Who fhouid againft his murderer (hut the door, 
" Not bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan 
" Hath borne his faculties * fo meek, hath been 
" So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
" Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againft 
" The deep damnation of his taking off; 

And pity like a naked new-born babe, 
" Striding the biaft, or heavVs cherubin hcrs'd 

Upon the fightlefs courfers of the air, 
• faculties, for office, exerclfc of fov>cr. 

X2 
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«« Shall bloiv the horrid deed in ev'ry eye ; 

«• That tears Oiall drown the wind I have no fpur 

To prick the ftdes of my intent, but onJy 

Vaulting Ambition, which o'erleap* itfelf*. 

An,d falls on th' other fide*—— 

SCENE X. Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now t what news ? 

Lady. He's almoft fupp*d;. why have you left the 4 
chamber ? 

JMteh* Hath he afk'd for me ?< 

Lady Know you not he has ? 

Macb W e will pre ceed no further in this bufineft, 
He hathhonour'd me of late ; and' I have bought 
Golden opinions from all forts of people, 
W hich would be worn now in their neweft glofs, 
Not caft a fide fo foon. 

Lady* Was the hope drunk 
Wherein you drefs'd yo<irfer£ ? hath it flept fincc? 
An J wakes it now. to look fo green and pale 
At what it ciid fo freely ? from this time 
Such l account thy Jove. An thop: afraid 
To be the fame in thine own acl and valour, 
As thru art in defire? wouldft thou have that, 
W hkh thou tfteeroffc the ornament of tife a 
And live a coward in thine own efteemj: 
Letting I dure not wait upon 1 would* 
Like the poor cat i'th^adage, # 

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace; 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
"M ho daFes do more, is none. 

Lady, What beaft was t then 
That made yen break this interprize to me ? 
When you dura" do it, then you were a man ; 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much mere than man. Nor time, nor place* 
Lid then cohere \ , and yet you would make both % 
1 hey've made themfelves ; and that their fhnefs now 
Does unmake you. I have given fuck, and know 

* TLeadige alluded to fc, T! r ( cat would catch ffc tut fit dare mi 
ifv/ her feet* 

f ubctc, for fuit % fit* 
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How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me 

I would, while it was fmiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his bonelefs gums, 
And dafli'd the brains out, had I but fo fwora 
As you have done to this 

Macb. If we mould fail,— . 
Lady. We fail ! 
But fcrew your courage to the (licking place, 
And we'll not fail, When Duncan is aflecp, 
(Whereto the rather {ball this day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will 1 with wjne and wafTel fo convince *, 
That memory (the warder ot the brain) 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reafon 
A limbeck only ; when in fwiniih flecp 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 
What cannot you and 1 perform upon 
Th* unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His fpungy officers, who (hall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell I 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only ! 
For thy undaunted metal (hould corapofe 
Nothing but males. Will it -not be recciv'd, 
When we have mark'dswith blood thofe fleepy tw© 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 
That they have don't ? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we (hall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death \ 

Macb. I'm fettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireft (how : 
Falfe face muft hide what thefalfe heart doth know. 

[Exeunt* 

• anviuct, for intoxicate. 
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ACT II. 8, G E N E , U 

A hall in Macbeth j cafiU. 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance will) a ttrch before him* 

Ban. Y ] O W goes the night, boy ? 

XX Fie. The moe»is down : i Iwetiot; heard 
the clock. 
Ban, And (he gc es do wo at twejte* 
/7<?. I take't, 'tis later, Sir, 

Estn. Hold, take my fword. There's hufctndry ia, 
heav'n, 

1 lieir candles are all out. — —Take tbee that too* 
A heavy furomons lies like lead upoa me. 
And yet I would net deep : Merciful pow.'rs ! 
Reftrain in me the curfed thoughts that nature. 
Gives way to in<repofe- 

Enter Macbeth, and a fetvat.t <with a torch. 

Give me my-fwordi WAo*6>fiberc£. 
Macb. A friend* 

Ban, What,- Sir, r\6t yetflt^reft i the King's a-be4^ 
He hath to-night *bten in unufual pleafurej 
And fent great largeiVfaytfttr officers ; 
This 1 diamond he greets your wile withal,* 
By. the mime of* mod' kind 1 hodefs, and'* ihut up 5 
h* meaAirelefs content, 

Macb. Being unprepar'd) 
Our will* became the fe+A-anftodefip<5h* 
Which elfe lhould free have wrought. 

Ban. All's well. ' 
ldrcamM laft nighf of'-the three- we y ward fitters*- 
1 o you. they've Ih-ew-d feme truth* 

Macb. 1 thinle nofcof them; 
Yet> when we can intreat an hour to ferve, 
Would ipend it in fome words upon that bufinefo 
If you would grant the time# 

Ban. At your kind letture. 

Macb. if you (hall cleave to my confent # , wheu 'lis,. 
It iiall make honour for you. 
Ban. So I lofe none 

* <$jjf$nt tot *tt'#. 
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hi feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bolbm franchis'd and allegiance clear* 
lc(hall be counfell'd.. 

MacB. Good repofe the while P 
, Bfin, Thanks, Sw\; the like to you* 

[Exeunt Banquo and FfeanfCw 

S C B N E II. 

Mjc&. Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my; drink is ready, 
She fttyfee. upon- the bell. Get,/thee tq bed. [Exit Sew* , 
«• Is- this a dagger which l fee before mo* 

• The handle toward my hand ? come, let-me clutch^ 

• I have thee not*, and yet I. fee thoe ftill,. [thee,, ■ . ■ 
9 Art thou not, fatal vifion» fenfible 

9 To feeling as. te fight;? > or artihoa but. 
9 A dagger of the mindj a falie creation. 
9 Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed brain?. 
« I fee thee yet, , in form as palpabie\ : 

9 As this which now I draw. . 

9 Thou marlnal'lt me the way that I was going; , 

9 And fuch ap inft rumen t 1 was to ufe. 

9 Mine eyes are ma^eihe fools o^th' other fenfcs*. 

9 Qr~elfe worth all the reft — I fee thee ftill ; 

9 * And on the -blade of tb* dudgeon,*, ,gouu of bloody, 

« Which was rack fp. before — There's no fuch ihingir-p, 

9 It is the bloody bufmefe,. which informs 

« Thus to mine eyes — ^Now o'er one half the ^vorld, 

« Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe 

« The curtain'd fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates, 

9 Pale Hecate's offerings : and wither'd, Murtber,. 

9 (Alarum'd by his centinel, the wolf, 

• • Whole howl's his watch), thus with his ftealthy pace, 
9 With Tarquin's raviftiing ftrides, towards his defign 

• Move^like a ghpft>— TJiou found and firm fet earth, 
9 Hear not my Heps, which way they walk, for fear < 

• Thy yery ftones. prate of my where about *; 
9 And take tfce. prefent horror from the time,. 

Which now fuits with ic.^Whilil.1 threat, he lives f— 

[Abclkrings* 

•* t. e. tell where T am* • 
Words to ihe heat of deeds too cold breath gives* 
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I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

That fummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit* 

SCENE III. Enter Lady. 

Lad}. That which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold : 

"What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. " Hark I 
peace ! 

" It was the ow! that (hrieck'd, the fatal bell-man, 
" Which gives the ftern'ft good night — he is about it — 
" The doors are open ; and the forfeited grooms 
• k Do mock their charge with fnores. I've drugg'd 
their poflets, 

That death and nature do contend about them, 

Whether they live or die. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Who's there ? What ho ! 

Lady. " Alack ! I am afraid ihey have awak'd; 
•« And 'tis not done ; th' attempt and not the deed, 

•« Confounds us Hark ! I laid their daggers 

ready, 

He could not mifs 'em Had he not refembled 

%t My father asheflept, I had don't My hufband ! 

Macb. I've done the deed didft thou not hear a 

noife ? 

Lady. I heard the owl fcream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeak ? 
Macb. When? 
Lady. Now. 
Macb. As I defcended ? 
Lady. Ay. 

Macb- Hark ? ■ who lies i* th' fecond chamber ? 
Lady. Donald Bane. 

Macb. This is a forry fight. [Looks on bis hands. 

Lady A foolilh thought, to fay, a forrew fight. 

Macb. " There's one did laugh in's fleep, and one 
cry'd, Murther ! 
« They wak'd each other; and I flood and heard them; 
" But they did fay their prayers, and addrefs them 
• - Again to fleep* 
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Lady* There are two lodgM together. 
Mac. One cry'd, God blefs us I and, Amen 1 the 
other ; 

A* they had feen me with thefe hangman's hands. 
*' Liftening their fear, I could not lay Amen, 
•« When they did fay,. God blefs us. 

Lady Confider it not fo deeply. 

Macb % But wherefore could not I pronounce- Amen ? 
I had mod need ot biefling, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought on 
After thefe ways ; fo, it will make us mad, [more I 

Much «« Methou^ht .1 .heard a voice cry, Sleep no 

Macbeth doth murther Sleep ; the innocent deep; 
«« Sleep that knits up. tb$ rav-ciTd fleeve of care^ : 
•« The birth of each day s life,; fore labour's bath, 
•« Balm of hurt minds, great nature's iiecond courfe* 
•«■• Chief nowMhfet- ii* life's feftft, . . « .» 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

Math. " Still it cry'd* Sleep no mow, to all th:c houfej 
«' Glamis hath murther'd Sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
*' Shall fleep no more; Macbeth ihall fleep no more ! 

Lady. Who was it that thus cry'd,? way,, worthy 
Thame, 

You do unbend your noble (Irength, to think 

Sp brawi-fickly of things ; go, get fome water, 

And warn this filthy witnefs from your hand. 

Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ? v 

They mult lie there. Go, carry them, and fineap 

The fleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb 1 11 go no more ; 
Tam afraid to think what I have done ; 
.Look on't again 1 dare not. 

Lady, «* Infirm of purpofe I 
«• Give me the daggers; the fleepidg and the dead 
•« Are but as pictures ; 'tis the eye of childhood 
«« That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
1 11 gild the faces of the: grooms withal, 
* For it muft feern thair guilt. [Exit* 

Knock within* 

Macb. Whence is that knocking ! [Starting* 
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How is't with me, when every noife appalls me ? 
What hands are here ? hah ! they pluck out mine eyes. 
"Will all great Neptune's ocean wafti this blood 
Clean from my h*nd ? No, this my hand will rather 
Make the green ocean red - 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady, " My hands are of your colour ; but I (name 
•« To wear a heart fo white ; I hear a knocking [Knock. 
" At the fouth entry, Retire we to our chamber \ 
" A little water clears us of this deed. 

How eafy is it then ? your conftancy 
« 4 Hath left you unattended — Hark, more knocking 1 

[Knock. 

" Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us, 
•* And (hew us to be watchers ; be not loft 
«« So poorly in your thoughts. 
Mack. To know my deed, 'twere beft not know my- 
felf. 

Wake, Duncan, with this knocking: 'would thou 
couldft ? f * [Exeunt. 



• hand will rather 

Thy multitudinous fca incarnadine* 
Making the green one red — 

Enter Lady, Sec. 

f — — — 'woul I thou couldft ! 



[Excttni. 



SCENE IV. Euler a Potter. 

yCtmtfog within.'] Porter. Here's a knocking indeed: if a man were 
porter of hell gate, he Ihould have old turning (be k y. [Knock]. 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, i' th* name of Bclxcbub? 
here's a farmer that han^'d him&lf in the expectation of plenty: 
c rne in time, have napkins enough about you, her? you'll fweat for't. 
[Knock.] Knock, knock. Who's there, i' th' other devil's name? 
'fain, here's an cquivocator, that conld fwear in both the fcaleszgaiuft 
either fcale, who committed trcafon enough ior God's fake, yet could 
not equivocate to heaven: oh, come in, eqoivocator* [Knock] Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there : 'Faith, here's an Engl-.ih Ltiior c-me 
hither for ftealing out of a French hofe : come in, tailor, here you 
may roaft jour goofe. [Knock.] Knrck, kmck, Never at quiet ! 
what are you ? but this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter ic 
no further : I h?d thought to have let in fomc of all profcflions.that 
go the primidfe way to th' cverlafting bonfire. IKnock.] Anon, anon, 
I pray you, remember the poncr. 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Macduff, Lenox, and Porter. 

Macd. Is thy mafter ftirring ? 
Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes. 
Len. Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, Good morrow, both. 

Macd, Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane ? 

Macb, Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
I've almoft flipt the hour. 

Macb. I'll bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you : 
But yei 'tis one. 

Macb The labour we delight in, phyfics * pain ; 
This is the door. 

Macd. I ll make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limited f 
fervice. [Extt. Macduff. 

Len. Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb. He did appoint fo. 

Len* The night has been unruly. Where we lay, 
Enter Macduff and Lenox. 

Macd* Was it fo late, friend, ere yon went to bed, 
That you do lie fo late ? 

Port. 'Faith, Sir, we were caroufing till the fccond cock : 
And dunk, Sir, is a great provoker of three thing*. 

Macd. What three things dotb drink efpecially provoke? 

Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-paintkg, flcep 4 and urine. Lechery, Sir, 
It provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes the difire, bur it takes a- 
way the performance. Therefore much drink may be faid to be an 
eqiivocttor with lechery : it makes him, and it mars h ; m ; it fcts him 
on, and it takes him (ft; itperfuad<s him, and difheartens him; 
makes him JUnd to, and not flard to ; in conclufion, equivocates 
him into a fleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 

Macd. 1 believe, drink gave thee the lie laft night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i' th* very throat o' me; but I requi d 
him for his lie; and, 1 think, being too ftrorg for him, though he 
took my iegs fome time, yet I made a 114ft to cad him. 

SCENE, &c. 

• i $. heals, cures. 
\ limited, for appointed. 
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Our chimnies were blown down : and, *s they fay, 

Lamentings heard V th' air, ftrange fcreams of death,' 

Aunts prophefying with accents terrible 

Of dire combuttion, and confus'd eveots, 

New hatched to th* woful time • 

7 he obfcure bird clamour'd the live-long nighf . 

Some fay, the earth was fev'rous, and did (hake, 

Macb 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to- it; 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror ! horror! horor! 
Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name 
thee 

Macb. and Len, What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confufion now hath made his tnafter-piece : 
Mod facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ftole thence 
The life o' th' building. 

Macb. What is'tyou fay ? the life ?— — • 

Len. Mean you his Majefty? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon ■ Do not bid me fpeak ; 
See, and then fpeak yourfelves : awake 1 awake ! 

[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox* 
Ring the alarum bell— murther ! and treafon ! 
Banquo; and Donald Bane \ Malcolm \ awake ! 
Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death •itfeif—— Up, up, and fee 

The great doom's image Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rife up, and walk like /pl ights, 
To countenance this horror. 

..S G E N E V. 

Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady. What's the bufinefs, 
That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to parley 
7 he fleepers of the houfe? Speak. 

Macd Gentle Lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear- 
Would murther as it fell*— O Banquo, Banquo \ 
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Enter Banquo* 

Our royal mafter*s rhurther'd*. 

<tady* Woe, alas! 
What, in our houfe ? ^ 

Ban. Too cruel any where* 
Macduff, I f>r*y thee contradict thyfeff, 
And fay it is not fo. 

Enter Macbeth, Len*x, andfLoSe. 

Macb. Had T but dy'd an hour before this chance-, 
1 had liv'd a bMVJ tittle : f&r, from this inltant, 
There's nothing ferious * in mortality ; 
All is but toys ; renown and grace is dead ; 
1*he wine of life is drawn, and the mere Ices 
Is left this vault to brag of, 

Enter Malcolm and Donald Bane. 

Dob. What is amifs? 

Macb. You are, and do not knOw't : 
The fpring, the head, -the fountain of your biool 
Is ftopt; the very fource of it is ftopt. 

Mac J. Your royal father's murther'd. 

MaL Oh, by whom f 

Len. Tfeofe of his chamber, as it feem'd, had done't: 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood ; 
S$ were their daggers, which unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ftar'd and were diflracleJ ; 
No man's life was to be trufted with them. 

Mad. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them.— — 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 

Macb. Who can be ivife, amaz'd., temperate and 
~ Loyal and neutral f in a moment ? no man^. [furious, 
i he expedition of my violent love 
t€ Outrun the paufer, reafon Here lay Duncan ; 
4 * His filver Ikin lae'd with his golden blood, 
" And his gafh'd ltabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
" For ruin^ wafteful entrance ; there the murtherers, 
** Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 

• ferious % for valuable. 
f neutral, for unconcerned, indifferent* 
Vol. VI. f Y 
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*« Unmanly reech'd with gore : who could refrain, 
4( That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
4t Courage, to make's love- known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, \io\———[feeming to faint. 

Macd, Look to the Lady. 

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moft may elaim this argument for ours* ? 

Pon. What ftould be fpoken here, 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 
May rum, andfcizeus! Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong forrow on 
The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the Lady ; 

\tady Macbeth // carried our. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That fufFer in expofure, let us meet, 
And queftion tfiis moft blbody piece of Worle, 
To know it further. Fears and fcrupies- fhake us. 
In the great hand of God I Hand, and thence, 
Againft the undivulg'd pretence * 1 fight- 
Of treas'nous malice,, 

Macb. So do. I. 

Ml. So all. 

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly r«adinefs> 
And meet i' th' hall together. 

AIL Well contented. [Exe. all but Mai. and Don. 

Mai. W T hat will you do ? let's not confort with them: 
To ihew an unfelt forrow, is an office 
"Which the falfe man does eafy. I'll to England* 

Don* To Ireland, I ; our feparated fortune 
Shall keep us boch the fafer ; where we are, 
There's daggers in men's fmiles ; the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 

Mai. This murtherous (haft that's feot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafe-ft way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to horfe ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But (hift away ; there's warrant in that theft, 
\* hich fteels itfelf when there's no mercy left. ^Exttmt. 

* pretence, for aft. 
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SCENE VI. The out fide of MacUtVs cajlle. 

Enter Roffe, with an Old Man. 

Old. M. Threefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which time I've feea 
Hours dreadful and -things ftrange-; but this ibre night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Roffe* Ah, ^ood father,, 
Thou feeft the heav'ns, as troubled wkh man's acl, 
Threaten this bloody ftagc * : by th' clock, 'tis day % 
And yet dark night ftrangles the travelling lamp : 
ls't night s predominance, or the day s (hame, 
That darknefs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living light (hould kifs it ? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that's done, " On Tufcfday laft, 
<f A faulcoo, tow'ring in her pride of place, 
" W^s by a moufing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd." 

Roffe. And Duncan's horfes, (a thing mod ftrange 
and certain !), 
Beauteous and fwift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their flails, flung out, 
Contending 'gainft obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 

Old. Mi 'Tis faid they ate each other. 

Roffe. They did ^ to th' amazement of mine eyes,, 
That look'd npon't. , 

Enter Macduff. 

Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the world, Sir, now ? 
MactL Why fee you not ? 

RoJJe. Is't known who did this more than bloody 

Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flain. £deed I 

Roffe. Alas, the day I 
What good could they pretend ? 

Maid. Thev were fuborn'd ; 
Malcolm, and Donald Uane, the King's two fans> 
Areibola away and Bed; whkh puts upon them 
Sufpicion of the deed* 

> 

*jf^, for <iff. 

Y * 
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RoJJe. 'Gainft nature ftill ; ■ 
Thriitlefs Ambition ! that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means — r— -Then 'tis ojoft> like 
7 he fovereignty will fall upon Macbeth ? 

Macd He is already natrfd, and gone to Scone 
To be inverted. 

Befe. \\ here- is Duncan's body ? 

Matd. Carried to Colroefkill, 
The lacred ftore-houfe of his predeceffors^ 
And guardian of their bones. 

MoJJ'e. Will jou to Scone ? 

Macd* No, coufin, I'll to Fife, 
_ lloffe. Well, 1 will thither. 

IViacd. WeUj may you fee things well done there ?: 
adieu. 

Left our old robes fir eafier than our new I 
Mcfe. Fa*ewel, father. 

Old M* God's benifon go with you, and^with thofig. 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes. 

[Exeunt^. 



A C T Uh SCENE I. 
jin. apartment in the* palace* 

Enter Banquo. 

THou haft it now; King, Cawdor, Glamts, all* 
The we y ward women promis'd ; and, I fear*, 
1 hou play'dtt moil foully for't. Yet it was faid, 
Jt ihould not ftand in. thy pofterity ; 
But that myfelt mould be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them,. 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches fhine *),, 
Why, by the verities on thee.made good,, 
May they not be my oracles as wejl, 
And fet me up in hope ? But, hulh, no more. 

Tri&tpets found* Enter Macbeth oj King,. Lady '-Mac*, 
bejh, Lenox, Roife, Lords, and Attendants 

Macb. Here's out chief gueft; 

* Jbine, far pro/per. 
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Lady . If fee had been forgotten , 
It had been as a gap in our great feaft, 
And all things unbecoming. 

Macb. To-night we bold a fofemn fupper, Siiv 
And I'll reqneft your pre fence. 
. Ban. Lay your highnefs' 
Command upon me; to the which my duties 
Are with a moft iiuinToluble tie 
For ever knit, 

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good Lord. 

Macb. Weiheuidhaveelfedefir'd 
Tour good advice (which dill hath been both gravr 
And profperous) in this day's council ; but 
"We'll take to-morrow. Is it far yon ride ? 

Ban. As far, my Lord, as will Ml up the time 
'Twixt this «nd fupper. Go not my horfe the betters 
I muft become a borrower of the night 
For a dark- hour or twain. 

Macb. Farlaot o»r feaft. 

Ban. My Lord, 1 will not. 

Macb. We bear our bloody cob&m- are BeftowecU 
In Kngland and in inland ; not confeffing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With ftrange invention, but of that to-morrow ; 
When therewithal we ihall have caale of ftate, 
Craving us jointly. Hie to borfe : adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. Ay, my good Lord; our time docs call upon tts*- 

Macb. 1 wifh your horfcs fwift, and lure of foot ; 
And lb I do commend you to. their backs. 
Farewel. [ExJt Banquo*. 

Let every man be roaftercf his time 
Till feven at night ; to make fociety 
The iweeter welcome, we will keep ourfeif 
Till fupper-time alone : till then God be with you. 

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth and Lor ds^. 

SCENE II. Manent Macbeth and a Servants 

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thole men 
Our pleafure ? 

Ser. Iheyare, my Lord, without the palace-gate;. 
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Mach. Bring them before us— To be thus, is nothing ; 

[Exit Servant. 

But to be fafely thus Our fears in Banquo 

Stick<Ieep; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that which wouldhe iear'd. 'Tis much he dares;, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind, 
He hath a^wifdom that doth guide his valour - 
To ad in fafety. There's none but he- 
Whole being 1 do fear : and, under him, 
My genius is rebuk'd as, k is faid, 
Antony's was by Caster. He chid the fitters* 
"When firft they put the name of King upon me*. 
And 5 bad them fpeak toiiim ; then prophet- like*, 
They haiPd him father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my head they, placed a fruitlefs crown, 
And put a barren iceptre-in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an un lineal hand, , 
No fon of mine.fucceeding. If 'tis fo, 
Tor Banquo's iflue have I 'filed * my mind : 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murther.'dj; 
Put rancours in the vt ITel of my* peace 
Only for them: and mine eternal jewel : 
Giv'n to the.commoa enemy of man, 
To make them Kings. The -feed ot Banquo Kings 1 
«< father than fo, come fate into the lift, 
«« And .champion me tath' utterance f I— <- Who's there?* 

Writer a Servant, and tivQ Murtkerers* 

Go to the -door* and (lay there, till we calK [2?x/7.oV/v, 
Was it not yeQerday.we fpoke together I 

Mur. It was Jo, pleafe your liighnefs.. 

Maib*. wjell then, now 
You have confider'd of my fpeeches? Know, 
That it was he, in the times paft, which held yoiii 
So under fortune, which you thought had been 
Our> innocent lelf* This I made good to you 
In our laft conf'rence, p#ft in probation wiih you ; 
How you were borne in hand, how crojs'd, the in/tru-- 
ments 

W ho wrought with them; and all things elfe that might < 

• i. c. defiled, 
f i. /. extrcm ; ty. 
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To half afoul, and to a notion * craz'4* 
Say, Thus did Banquo. 

I Mur. True, you made it known. 

Mack I did fo; and went further, which is now 
©ur point of fecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patience fo predominant in your tfhture, 
That you can let this go ? are you fo gofpell'd, 
To pray for this good man and for his ifTue, 
"Whofe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave*. 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. " Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, fpaniels, curs, 
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy- wolves are clep'i 
€l All by the name of dogs; the valued file 

Diftinguifhes the fwifc, the flow, the ftfbtle, 
•* The hou f« -keeper, the hunter ; every one 
•* According to the gift which bounteous nature 
*' Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike ; and fo of men, 
•* Now, if you have a ftation in the file, 
u And not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it 
And F will put that bufinels in your bofoms, 
"Whofe execution takes your enemy off $ 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but fickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfecl. 

2 Mur. I am one 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world: 
Have fo incens'd, that I am recklefs what 
*do, to fpite the world. 

i Mur. And J another, 
So weary uith difaflrous tuggs wfth fortune* 
That 1 would fet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on t. 

Macb. Both of you 
Know, Banquo was your enemy, 

Mur. True, my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine ; and in fuch bloody diltance f, 

• notion, for the unacrflandirtg, . 
•J^tof, tor enmity. 



Digitized by Google 



*fcr Tie Trmgedy ef Matlerh. Ac? & 



That every dfeute of his being thrifts 
A gain ft my near'ft of life : and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power fwcep htm from my fight. 
And hid me well avouch it ; yet 1 muft not, 
For certain friends that are hath his and mine, 
Whofe loves 1 may not drop ; but wail his fall, 
Whom X myfelf ftru*k down : and thence it i» 
That I to your affiftance do-makelovc, 
Mafking the .bufineft from the commoo eye 
For fundry weighty reafons, 

2 Mur* We fhall, my Lord* 
Perform what you command us. 

I Mur. Though our lives - - 

Macb. Your fprnts ihioc through you. la tWs bowr, 
I will advife you where to plant yourfelves j [aft woft, 
Acquaint you with the perfect {py °' tn> t * IQe *• 
The moment, on't: (for t muft be done to-night, 
And fomethiiig from the palace ; always thought*. 
That 1 require a cfcearrreJs), and with him 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work), 
Fleance his ion, that keeps htm company, 
(Whofe abfence is on Ids material to «e, 
Than is his father's), mull embrace, the fate 
Of that dark hour. Kefblve your&taes apart* 
1*11 come to you anon. 
Mur. We arerelblved, nry Lord* 
Macb. I ll call upon you Straight ; abide wkhin. 

{Exeunt Murtheretu 

It is conclude/1 : Banquo, thy ibul s flight, 

If ic find heav'n, mud find it out to-night. [Exit. 

SCENE 1IL Another apartment in the pake*. 

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servants 

Lady. Is Banquo ^one from court ? 1 
Ser. Ay, Madam, but returns again to night* 
Lady. Say to the King, f would aue&ci his kilure 

Foi a few woi ds. * 

Ser* Madam, 1 will. {JExiti 
Lady. Nought shad, alii fpeat, j 

"Whue our ^efire is got without content, 
* i, e, the critical juncture, 
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'Tis fafer to be that which we deftroy, 
Than by deftru&ion dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my Lord, why do you*k««p alone ? 

Of forrieft fancies your companions making, 

Wing thofe thoughts, which mould indeed have dy'cf 

With them they think on ? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard. What's done, is done. 

Macb. " We have fcotch'd the make, notkiird it— 
*« She'll clofe, and be herfelf ; whilft our poor malico 

Remains in danger pf her former tooth. 
« f But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer, 
•« Ere we will eat our meal in fear,«aad fleep 
•« In the affliction of chefe terrible dreams, 
•« That (hake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 

(Whom we, to gain our place, have fen* to peace)-, 
*« Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
* 4 In reftlefs ecftafy Duncan is in his grave : 

** After life's fitful fever, he fleeps welt 
«« Treafon has done his worft ; nor fteel, nor poifon* 
c * Malice f domeftic, foreign levy, nothing 
M Can touch him further 1 

Lady, Come on. 
Gentle, my Lord, fleek o'er your ruggtd look* ; 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your guefts to-night. 

Macb. So Ihall I, love ; and fo I pray be you* 
X»et your remembrance (till apply to Baoquo. 
Prefenj him eminence both with eye and tongue* 
, Unfate the while, that we muft lave oar honours 
f \n thefe fo flatt'ring ftreatns, and make our faces 
Vizards t* our hearts, difgui-Gng what they are *> 

Lady. You mult leave this. 

Macb* O, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wifeS" 
Thou knaw'ft that Banquo and his Flcance lives. 

Lady, But in them nature s (| copy s not eternal.. 

Macb. The^re s comfort yet, they are afTailable ; . 
Then be thou, jocund. 44 Kre the bat hath flowo» 

• ecftcfit for madnefSf 
\ f malice, foi conspiracy.- 

\ i.e. <io Kim the higbeft honours* 
I eternal, for immortal*. 
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•« His cloyfter'd flight ; ere to black Hecat's futnmons 
** The fhard-bQrn beetle * with his drowfy hums 
u Hath rung; night's yawning peal, there ihall be done 
" A deed of dreadful note. 
Lady. What's to fce done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. " Come, feeling night, 
M Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 
if And with thy bloody and tnvifible hand 
41 Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
** Which keeps me .pale. Night thickens, and the 
" Makes wing to th' rooky wood. [crow 
Good things of day begin to droop and dcowze, 
Whiles night's tjack agents to their prey do roufc. 
«« Thou marvell'ftat my words; but hold thee ftill. 
Things, bad begun, make ftrong themisl^s by ill : 
So jpr'y the e ;gp Kith me. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes t* a park ; the cqftl* at a diftance* 

Enter three MurJherers.' 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join wifih ©s£ 
3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mw. HeVnecds not tror miftcuft, fince <be delivers. 

{£j*ating494bc firfi* 
Our offices, and wiat we haycto <Jo, 
To the direction jull. 

1 Mur. ThenAand with n$. 

The weft yet glimmers wkh (bme ftreaks of day. 
Now fpurs ftbe Jaled *nwe4kr apace, 
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The fubjeel of our watch,. 

3 Mur* Hark, I hear hdrfes. 

[Banquo nvthif ] Gke w iight inhere, -bo I 

2 Mur* Then it is be : the reft 
That are within the note of eapeelation* 
Aleady are.i'th' court. 

1 Mur* His Jiorfes go about. 

3 Mur, Almoft a mile : butie docs ufually^ 
(So all men do), from hence to th' palacc«gat& 
Make it their walk. * 

* i. e . the beetle hatched in clefts of woocU. 
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Enter Bacquo and Fleance* nvit-h a torch.* 

2 Mur. A light, a light. 

3 Mur. 'Tis he. 

1 Mur. Stand to't. 

Ban. It will be raio to-night. 

1 Mur.. Let it come down. [They ajfault Banquai 

Ban. Oh, treachery ! 
FJy, Fleance, fly, fly', , fly ; 
Thou may'ft revenge. Oh flave ! 

£/>/<*/. Fleance efcapes. 

3 Mur. Who did' ftrike out the light ? 

1 Mur. Was't not the way ? 

3 Mur. There's but one down ; the (bn 
• Is fled. 

2 Mur. We've loft beft half of our affair. 

v Mur. Well, let!s away, and J fay how much isdbne. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE! V. Changes to a room of fiat e in the caftlel 

A banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth* Lady, Roffe, Le* 

nox, Lord* and Attendants. 

Macb. You know your own degrees-* fit down ; 
And flrft and laft, the hearty welcome* 

Lords. Thanks to your Majeftyu 

Macb. Ourfelf will mingle witfc fhciety* 
And play th« humble hoft. 
Our hoftefs keeps her Gate* but in beft time 
We will require her welcome [They Jit: 

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir* to all our friends, 
For my heart Ipeaks they Yc'wdcomfe* 

Enter Jirji Murtherer. 

Macb. See they encounter thee w^th their hearts' 
Both fides are even : here I'll fit i* th* midft. [thanks. 
He Jarge in mirth, anon we'll drink a measure 
Tlie table round— There's Wood upon thy face; 

[To the Murtherer, afide> at the door* 

Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then. 

Macb. 'Tis better* ttee without,, than he within. 
Is he difpatch'd r* 
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Mur. My Lord, his throat is cut, that I did For him* 

Macb Thou art the beft of cat-throats ; yet he's good> 
That did the like for Fleaace : if thou didft it, 
Thou art the non-pareil. 

Mur. iMoft Royal Sir, 
FJeance is 'fcap'd. 

Macb: " Then comes my fit again. I had elfe beea 
perfect ; 

u Whole as the marble, founded as the rock 

•f As broad and gen'ral as the eafing air : 

* but now 'm cabbin'd, cribb'd, conhVd* bound in 

« To faucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's fafe?^-w 

Mur. Ay, my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides* 
With twenty trenched gafhes on his head ; 
The lead a death to Nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that ; 
" There the grown ferpent lies : the wbrm that's n*ed| 
" Hath nature that in time will venom breed ; . 
•« No teeth for th' prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
We'll hear thee ourfelves again. [£x// Murtherer* 

Lady. My royal Lord, 
You do not give the cheer; the feali is cold* 
That is not often vouched, while 'tis making 
'Tis given with welcome* To feed, were beft at home ; 
From thence, the fauce to meat is ceremony : 
Meeting were bare without it. 
[The G hoft of Banquo rifes, and Jits in Macbeth's 
Macb. Sweet remembrancer I 
Now good digeftion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 

Len. May't pleafe your Highnefs fit ? 

Macb. Here had we now our country's honour roof d, 

"Were the grae'd perfon of our Banquo prefent, 

(Whom may f rather challenge for unkindntfs 
Than pity for mifchanct !) 

Rojfe. His abfence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promife. Pleafe't your Highnefs 
To grace us with your royal company i 

Macb. The table's full. [Starting 

Left, Here's a place refer v'd, Sir. 

Macb. Where? 

Len. Here, my good Lord. 
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What is't that moves your Highnefs ? 
Macb. " Which of you have done this \ 
Lords. What, my good Lord? 
Macb. " Thou canft not fay I did it : never fhake . 
Thy goary locks at me." 

Rojfe. Gentlemen, rife ; Ms Highnefs is not well. 

t*ady. Sit, worthy friends, my Lord is often thus* 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you keep feau 
The fit is momentary, on a thoaght 
He will agaii: be "well. If much you note him, 
Yon (hall offend him, and ettend his paffion ; 

Feed, and regard him not Are you a man ? 

t \To Macbeth afidt. 

Macb] Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on tbat» 
Which might appal the devn\ 

Lady, O proper fluff ! 
** This is the very painting of your fear 5 [Afidt* 
ft Th'xw is the air*drawn dagger, which yoa faid 
* c Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe flaws and ftarts 
*« (linpoftors of true fear) would weH become 
4t A woman's ftory at a winter's fire, 
«« Authoris'd by her grandam. Shame itfelf 1 
Why do you make fuch faces ? when all's done, 
You look but on a ftool, 

Macb* Pr'ythee fee there ! 
Behold 1 look 1 lo ! How fay yon I 

• ^ [Pointing to ibe Gboft* 

«« Why, what catfe I ) if thou canft nod, fpeak too.—* 
If charnel houfes and our graves muft fend 
Thofe that we bury back, onr monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [The Gbqft vanifbeu 

Lady What? quite unmanned in folly ? 

Macb. If I ftand here, I Taw him.—- 

Lady. Fie, for fliame ! 

Macb. M Blood hath been Ihed ere now i* th* olden 
»* Ere human ftatute purg'd the genVal weal ; [time, 

Ay, and fince too, murthers have been perform'd 
«« Too terrible for th* ear. The times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, . 
And there an end ; but now they rife again 
"With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns, 
And pulh us from our ft 00 Is. This is more ftrangt 

Vol. VI. f 2 
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Than fach a murtfe«r is. 

Lady* My worthy Lord, 
Your noble friends do lack yon. 

Macb. Ido£orget>— 
13o not mufe at me, my moft worthy friends; 
I have a ftrange mnrmtty, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come, love and health to all 1 
Then I'll fit down : give me fome wine* fill full ^ 
1 drink to th' general joy of the whole table. 
And to our dear friend ttanquo, whom we mifs; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft, 
-And aU to all. 

JLcnfc. Our duties, and the pledge. 

{The <*faft rifts again* 

Macb. A vaunt, and quit my fight ! Let the eartfe 
hide thee ! 

*' Thy bones are marrowiefs, thy blood is cold ; 
+* Thou haft no fpcculation in thofe eyes 
*< Which thou doft glare with/' 

Lady, Think of this, good Peers, 
But as a thing of cuftom ; 'tis no other ^ 
Only it fpoils she pleafure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear* 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger ; 
+ % Take any fhape but that, and my firm nerves 
" Shall never tremble ; or be alive again, 
" And dare me to the defart with thy fword ? 
4t If trembling 1 inhibit # , then proteft me 
** The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible lhadow ! r 

Unreal mockYy, hence I Why, fa, — being gone, 

[The Choji vanifhes. 
I am a man again. Pray you fit ftiN. [The Lords fife* 

Lady* You have- difplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
meeting 

With inoft admir'd dtforder. Can't Axh things be, 
And overcome + us like a fummcr's cloud, 
W ithout our fpecial wonder ? 
Macb. You make mt ftrange 

• inhibit, 'for refuft. 

t overcame is uied for deceive. 
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'« Ev'nto tbedifpofitionthat'I owe*, 
" Now when I think you can behold fiich fights, 
•* And k*ep the qatural ruby of your cheeks, 
«• When mine is l?lanch'd with fear/' 

J!^*. What fights, my Lord ? 

L*</y I pray you (peak not 5 he- grows worfe and 
Que ft ion enrages him : at once good night. [worfe ^ 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len+ Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majefty ! 

Lady. Good night to all. \Exeunt Lords ^ 

Macb. It will have blood ; they fay, blood will haver 
Wood j 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak ; 
Augurs, that un3eriland relations f , have 
By magpies, and by choughs^ a^nd rooks brought forth* 
The fecret'ft man of blood, - — -What is the night ? 

Lady, Almoft at odd* wi^h morning, wfiich is whicb. 

Macb. How fay'ft tljQU, tfrat AJafid^ff denies hfs per- 
At our great bidding > pbi* 

Lady. Did you fead to him, Sir ? 

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will fen& 
There's not a Thane of ihem, but in his houfg 
1 keep a fcjvant fee'd. I will to-morrow 
(Betimes 1 will) unto the weyward fitters : 
More (hall they fpeajc y for now Tn> bent to know, 
By the word means, the worft, for mine own good*. 
•All caufes (hall give way,; I am in blood 
Stept in fo far, that ftoul.d I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as, going o'er. 
Strange things I have in fceacj, ^hat will %o hand ; 
Which mu(fc be a$ed ere they may be (ipann'd. 

Lady You lack the feafon ojf all natures, fleep. 

Macb. Come, we'll to fleep ; my ftrange and felr\ 
1« {hf initiate fear, that wants hard ufe \ : [abufe 
We're yet but young in dA«d, \^xe%nt. 

• Which im plain Englifii is only, Toa make me juft mad. 

•y Bj teiatuns is meut tke relation one thing U fuppofed to bear 

J Initiate fear, for that fear which attends thofc who are but nc«* 
ly initiated in ill ; and bard ufe, for ufc that makes hardy, 
2.2 
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SCENE VI. Changes to the Berth. 

Thunder* Enter the three- Witches* meeting Hecatev 

I Witch. Why, how now, Hecat* I you look aogerly^ 
Nee, Have V not reafon, beldams, as you, axe J 

Caucy, and over-bold t how did you dare. 

To trade and traffic with Macbeth 

In riddles, and affairs of death ? 

And 1, the miftrefs of your charms* 

The clofe contriver of all harms, 

"Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or (hew the glory of oar art t 

And, which is wdrfe, all you have don* 

.Hath- been ,bq,t for a wayward fon ;. 

Spightful and wrathful, who, as others dtv 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now ; get you gone,, 

And at the pit of Acheron. 

Meet me i' th' morning : thither he 

Will come to know his deftiny ; 

Your vel&ls and your fpells provide* 

Your charms and every thing befiJe. 

I am for th' air ; this night l'll.fpend: 
Unto a difmaf fatat end. 

Great bufinefs mud be wrought ere noon t 

Upon the corner of the moon 

There hangs a vap*rous drop, profound;, 

1*11 catch it ere it come to. ground ; 

And thatdiftill'd by magic OeightSj. 

Shall raift fuch artificial fprights, 

As, by the ftrength of their iljufjon, 

Shall draw him on to his confufion. 

He (hall fpurn fate, icorn death, and bear 

II is hopes^bove wifdom,. grace, and fear : 
And you all know, fecurity 

Is mortal s chiefeft enemy. [Mujic and a jing* 

Hark, 1 am call'd ; my littte fpirit, fee, 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ftays tor me. 

[Sing nrnthin. Come awaj, come awaj, &c» 
I Witch. Come, let's make hafte, fte'll foon be back 



again.. 



[Extent*. 
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SCENE VII. Changes to * cbamker* 
Enter Lcnor and another Lord* 

Lev* My fpraaer fpeech* s hay* but hit your thoughts; 
Which can interpret farther : .only I lay 
Things have been ftraagely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth.^^marry f be was dead * -~r- 
And the right-valiant Baqquo wali'<d top late. 
Whom you may fay, if't pleafe yoi* r Fleapse kilFd» ; 
For Fleancefled : man muit not walk too late. 
You cannot want the thought, how moaArons too » 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donald Bane, 
To kill their gracious father, damned fa& I 
How didit grieve Macbeth ? did he not ftrajgbt 
la pious rage the two delinquents tear, 
That were the flaves of drink, and thralls of fleep ? . 
Was not that nobly done ? ay, wifely too \ 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear th* men dtnft, So that, 1 fay, 
He has borne all things well ; aud I do thiaje f 
1 hat had he Duncan's fons under his key, 
(Asan't pkftfe Heav's, he ihali not), they fhoold find ; 
What 'twere to kill a father ; So mould Fiaance. 
But peace ! for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail'd i 
His prefejK* at the tyraat'e fcaft, 1 hear 
Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can ypa tell . 
Where he be (lows himfelf i 

Lord The fon of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the dde of birth, , 
Lives in the Englifh court ; and is receiv'd * 
Of the moil pious Edward with ftch grace, 
That the malevolence.af fortune nothing 
Takes from^is high itfytft. Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the Ktog t>p*n his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Si ward; ; 
That by the help of thele {wkh him above 
To ratify the work) WiCftiay again 
Give to our tables meat^ deep to our nights ; 
Free from our feafts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free f honours : 

t Brte for grateful, 

z 3 
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All which we pine for now. And this report. 
Hath (bexalpYated their King, that he. 
Prepares for forae attempt of war. 

Lett. Sent he to Macduff 1 ? 

Lord: He did; and with an abfoliire, Sir, not- 
The cloudy mefienger turns roe his back, 
And hums ; as who (hould fay. You- 11 rue the timei 
That clogs me with this anfwerv 

Len. And that well might 
Advife hwn to a care to hold whatdiftance 
His wifdom can provide* Some holy angel 1 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His menage ere he come; that a iwift blefling 
May fopn return to this our fuffering- country, 
Under- a band accors'd \ 

Lord. I ll fend my pray'rs with hint, [Excuntt. 

A C T IV,. SCENE h 

A dark cave $ in the middle of a great cauldron burning. , 

Thunder. Enter the. three Witches, . 

\ Witch. HP Hric© the brinded cat hath* mew'd. 

JL 2 Witch* Twice and once the hedge- 
P*g whin'd. 
£ Witch. Harper, cries, 'Tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Witch* Round about, the cauldron go, 
Uk the ( poifon'd entremes throw, 

[They njarcbround the. cauldron, and throw in. the five- 
ral ingredients % as for the preparation of their charm* 

Toad, that under the cold done* 
Days and nights has, thirty- one, 
Swelter'd venom deeping got ; 
Boil thou, firft V th* charmed pot* 

AU. Double, double, toil and trouble ;; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. • 

2 Witch Fillet of a fenny fnake». 
In the cauldron boil and bake y - 
Eye of newt, and toe -of frog j 

WooLof bat, an&tongue of dog ; ■» • 
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Adder's fork, and blind worm's fting* 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing : 
For a charm of pow'rful trouble, 
Like- a hell-broth, boil and bubble. 

AIL Double, double, toil and trouble?. 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale- of dragon, tooth of wolf„ 
"Witches' mummy; maw, and gulf 
Of the ravening falt-fea (hark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' th' darkj 
Liver of blafphemihg Jew : 
Call of goat, and flips^of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon s eclipfe ; 
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar's lips ; 
Finger of birth-ftrangled babe, y 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ; C 
Make th$ gruel thick, and flab. j 
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron. 
For th' ingredients of our cauldron. 

All, Double, .double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with. a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate* and ether three Witchcu 1 

Hec* Oh I well done !* I commend your pains,. 
And every one fhall fliare i ? th' gains. 
And now about the cauldron fing* } 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, C 
lAchanUng all . that you pu t in. , j 

Mafic and" a fong. 

Black Jpir its and white, ' 

Blue Jpirits and grey % 
Mingle, min%le % mingle t 

Tou that mingle may* 

xWttch, By the pricking of' my thumbs> 
Something wicked this way comes : 
Open locks, whoever knocks. i 



Digitized by Google 



^4 tttTragifyofMachctb. A& 44, 

SCENE II. £»f/r Macbeth. 

Mach How now, you fecrct, black, and midnighcr 
What is't you do ? [bags • • 

^/A A deed without a name. 

I conjure you, by that which you profefe. 
(Howe'er you come to know it), anfwer- me. 

• Though you uatie the winds, and Jet them fight; 
« Agaiuft the churches ; though the yeftj waves 

« Confound and fwallow Navigation up ; 

« Though bladed corn be iodg'd, and trees blown down ; : 

«■ Though caftles topple on their warders iicads J 

« Though palaces and pyramids do flops 

« Their heads to their foundations; though the treafare- 

* Of Nature's germins tumble all together, 
« Even till deftrucTion ficken : aafwec me. 
To what I aflc you. 

Z Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch* Demand. 

3 Witch. WVfl aafwer* 

i Witch. Say, if to' hadft rather hear * froo* ouc - 
Or from our matters ? j~mpuths* > 

Macb. oall 'em 5 , Jet me fee 

i Witch. Pour in fow's blood, that hath- eatea t 
Her nine farrow ; grcafe, that'* iweatea 
From the wuxth'wVg&bct, ttagw 
Into the flame. . 

AIL Come highprjow; 
Tbyfelf : and office deftly ibpw. [Thmtfrir . 

Apparition of anarmei head rifer* 

Mack, Tell me, tjiou unknown power 

1 Witch* He knows thy thought : 
Hear his fpeecb, tott fey tjhou npugfct. 
Jpp. Macbeth 1 Macbeth! Macbeth ! beware Mac-- 
duff! 

Beware the Than* of Ftfe^tfmifc me~enough. 

Mach. Whafc&r thou art, for % goo4 caption, 
thanks. 

Thou'ft harp'd my fear aright* But we word mxve— - 
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1 Witch. He not will be commanded* Here's another 
More potent than the firft. \Thunder % 

Apparition of a bloody child rifeu 

App. Macbeth ! Macbeth J Macbeth. ! 

Macb. Had I three ears, Pd hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute ; laugh to fcoPft 
The powV of man ; for none of woman-born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Dcfccnds* 

Macb. Then live, Macduff : what need I fear of thee* 
But yet I'll make aflurance double fure, 
And take a bond of Fate ; thou (halt not live. 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fear it lies, 
And deep in fpight of thunder. [Thunder* 

Apparition of a child crowned* with a tree in bit band k rift%* 

What is this ' 
That riies like the iflue of a King, 
And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of iovereignty J 

AIL Lift en, but fpeak not. 

Jpp* Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conipirers arc ; 
Macbeth ftjall never vanquilh'd be, until 
Great Birnan-wood to. Ounfinane's high-hill 
Shall come agajnft him. [De/iendu 

Macb* That will never be : 
Wha can impred the forreft, bid the tree 
Un6x his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments ! good fc 
Rebellious head rife never* till the wood 
Of Birnan rife, and our bigh-plac'd Macbeth. 
Shall live the leafe of nature* pay his breath 
To Time and mortal cuftom ! — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing ; tell me, (if your art 
Can tell fo much), (hall Banquo's iffae^ver 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

[The cauldron Jinks into the ground* 

Macb. I will be fatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curfe fall on you ! Let me know 
Why (inks that cauldron I and what noife is this ? 

[Hautboyt^ 
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1 Witch. Shew ! 

2 Witch. Shew ! 

3 Shew I 

Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart 
Come like (hadows, fo depart. 
[Eight Kings appear and pafi over in order, the Uft hold'- 

ing a glafs in his hand with Banquo following them-. 

Mack. Thou aft too like the fpirit of Kanquo ; down b 
Thy crown does fear mine eye -balls — And thy air 
{Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the fir ft 

A third is like the former filthy hags ! 

Why do you (hew me this ? — A fourth?— Start, eye i 
What! will the lkie ftretchout to th' crack of doom ^ 

Another yet ? A ifc*coth ! I'll fee no more 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs* 
Which (hews me many more; and fome I fee. 
That twofold balls and treble fceptres carry. 
Horrible fight ! nay, now 1 fee 'tis true ; 
For the blood- bolter *d Ban qua ftriles upon me*, 
And points at them for his What, is this fo I 

1 Witch. Ay, Sir, ail this is fo But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazed ly ? 
Come, lifters, chear we Up hit fprights,, 
And (hew the beft of our delights ^ 
I'll charm the air to give a, found, 
- Awhile you perform your antic round ; 
That this great King may k'ndly fay. 
Our duties did his welcome pay. ^_Mt\fiu. 

[The witches dance and vantfh. 

Macb. Where are they ? gone ? -Let this pernict- 

Stand ay accurfed in the kalendar ! £qus Ivqut 

Come, in, without there ! 

Stoker Leaoju 

h$n. What's your Grace's will ? 

Macb. Saw you the wcyward fitters ?J 

Len. No, my fcord. 

Macb. Came they not by youi 

Len. No indeed, my Lord, 

Macb. lnfecled be the air whereon they ride* 
And damn'd all thpfe that truft them ! I did hear, 
The galloping of borfe. Who was't came by I 
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Len. 'Tis two or three, my Lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 
Macb. Pled to England i 
Len. Ay, nay good Lord, 

itfirdK Time, tktra anticipate # my dread exploits t - 
The flighty purpofe never is o'e r took f, 
Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firftHngs of my heart 4haH be 
The firftlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with a&s, bc't thought aftfl 
The cattle of Macdoff I will ferprtfc, [done ! 

Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o' th* fwdrd 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls 
That trace him in his line. No boatbng Ktcc a fool, 
This deed TM do before the purpofe cool, 
©utuo more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ! 
Come bring me where they are. . [Exeunt, 

-SCENE III. Changes to Macduff Vr*/M? in Fife. 
Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Roffe. 

■L.Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the 

•H^ffe. You rouft have patience, Madam, [land? 

1. Macd. He had none ; 
His flight was maduefs ; when oar actions do sot, 
•Our fears do make us traitors. 

Roffe > You know not, 
"Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave hit 
His manfion, and his titles, in a place [babes, 
i'rom whence himielf does 'fly ? He loves us not> 
He wants the nat'ral touch; for the. poor wren, 
The molt diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl. 
.All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wifdom, where the flight 
So runs againft all reafon. 

Roffe. My deareft coufin, 

* i. e. d<fc«teft. 

-f overtook is here ttfcdibr ctmhg to rft& Ttte expreffion is Bad, 
*ut the ftnfe good ; which is, that fur pofes Jctycd ungen&afy 4* \ 
ftattd. 
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I pray you fchool yourfelf ; but for your hufband, 

fie's noble, wife, judicious, and bed knows 

The fits o' th' feafon. I dare not fpeak much furthers 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors. 

And do not know ourfeives : when we hold rumour* 

From what we fear, yet know not what we fear j 

But float upon a wild and violent Tea 

Each way, and move. I take my leave of you ; 

'Tfhail not be long but I II be here again « 

Things at the word wiU ccafe, or elfe climb upward 

To what they were before. My pretty coufin, 

Bleffing upon you I 

• L. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherlefs. 

Roffe. I am fo much a fool, ihould I (lay longer, 
It would be my difgrace and your dtfcomfort. 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rotfe. 

L. Mucd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
And what will you do now I how will you live ? 

Son, As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, 00 worms and flies ? 

Son. On what 1 get, I mean ; and fo do they. 

L Macd. Poor bird ! thou'dtt never fear the net, nor 
The pit -fall, nor the gin. [lime # 

Son. Why (houli I, mother ? poor birds, they arc 
not fet for. 
My father is rot dead for all your feying« 

L. Macd. ^es, he is dead j how wilt thou do for a 
father? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a hulband ? 

L. Macd* Why, I can buy me twenty at any market* 

Son. Then you'll buy 'cm to fell again. 

L. M<tcd. Thou fpeak'ft with all thy wit, and yet 
i' faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son Was my father a traitor, mother f 

X. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son* What is a traitor ? 

Z, Macd Why, one that (Wears and lies. 

Son. And be all taitors that do fo ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does fo, is a traitor, and 
Bouft be hang d. 

J Ts told rum ohT) Ggnifies to be gwetnV by the authority of turnout* 
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Son. Andmuft they all be hang'd, that fwear ani lie? 

L. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who mud hang them ! 

i. TkT^t/. Why, the honeft men P 

Son. Then the lyars and fwearers are fools, for there 
are lyars and fwearers enow to beat the honelfc men, 
and hang up them. 

L. Macd^ God help thee, poor monkey ! But how 
wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 
would not, it were a good fign that I (houid quickly 
have a new father, 

L. Macd. Poor pratler ! how thou talk'ft ? 

Enter a Meffenger* 

'Meff* Blefs you, fair dame t I am not to you known* 
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect ; 
I doubt fome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
J3e not found here ; hence with your little ones. s 
To fright you thus, methinks I am too favage ; 
To do worlhip * to you, were fell cruelty, 
"Which is too nigh your perfon. Heav'n preferve you! 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit Mejfcnger* 

L. Macd. Whither fliould I fly ? 
I've done no harm. But 1 remember now, : 
I'm in this earthly world, wheie.to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, fometime 
Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To fay, I'd done no harm ? What are thefe faces ? 

Enter Murtberers % 

Mur. Where is your hufband ? 

L. Macd- 1 hope, in no pface"/o unfancliGed, 
Where iuch as thou may 'ft find him. 

Mur. he's a traitor. 

Son Thou Jy'ft, thou fhag-ear'd villain. 

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbing him- 

Young fry of treachery J 

• Todoworfiif, lignified, in the p\ rife of a at time, to toy 
Jervanct. 

Vol. VI. f A a 
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Son. He as kiiTd me, mother ; 
Run away, pray you. 

[Exit L. Macduff, crying Mmrthtr ; Mmtberers 
furfue her* 

3 C E N H IV. 

Change* to the King of England !/ palace, 
Enter Malcolm Macdcff* « 

Ttf*/. Let us feek out Tome defolate • (bade, and there 
Weep our fad bofoms empty. 

Macd " Let us rather 
«« Holdfaft the mortal fword ; and, like good men, 
• c Beftride our downfaln birth^dOTKn: each new morn* 
«• New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new borrows 

Strike heaven on the Face, that it refounds 
*• As if it felt with Scotland,, and yelTd out 
Like fyllables of dolour. 

Mai. " What 1 believe, PU wail; 
«« WlAt know, believe ; and, what i can.tcdrtfo 
«« As 1 (Hall find the time to friend, I will. 
«« What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance ; 
«• This tyrant, ^whole fole name blifter^ our tongue** 
•* Was t>nce thought honeft-: you have lov'd him well, 
« He hath not touch 'd you yet. I'm young ; but fomc* 
thing, 

« You may 'defer ve of him throu&Jvine %. 'tis wiftloa* 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb* 
T* appeafe an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous,. 

Mai. But Macbeth is. 
«« A good and virtuowlKrtNJtte nwfy reeoife 
M In an imperial charge. Lxraveyour pafcdpm 
That which you are, my thoughts; cannot tranfpofe J 
Angels are bright fttll, though the hrigbteft fett: 
««* 1 hough all things foul would totav <th& brows of 
" Yet grace mull iiill look (b. f giwse» 

jlfaa/. I've loft my hopes. 

MaL «• Penihance ev'n there wlwre lidi4 fl»d«f 
doubts, 

*• for Jtor/ Amply. 
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Why in that Tawndft left you wife and children, 
u Thefe precious motives *, thofe llrong knots of love*. 
•« Without leave- taking ? ' 1 - 1 pray yoo, 
Let not my jealoaftes be your dif honours, 
But mine own fafeties : you may be rightly jaft, 
Whatever 1 (hall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country! 
•« Great tyranny, lay thou thy batis fure, 
«' For goodnefs dares not check thee ? Wear thotfcthjr 
wrongs, 

His title is affear'd. Fare thee well, Lordt 
I would not be the villain that thou think'ft, 
For the whole fpace that's in the tyrant's grafp* 
And the rich eall to boot., 

fiftti. Be not offended ; 
I fpeak not as in abfolutc fear of you, 
1 think our country (Inks beneath the yoke ; < 
Ft weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaflr 
Is added to her wounds, L think withal, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right :: 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thousands. But for all this, 
When I (hall tread upon the tyrant's head, ' 
Or wear it on my fword, yet my poor country. 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
MprefuflEer, and more fundry ways than ever,. 
By him that fhall fucceed. 

Macd. What fhould he be > 

Mai. \ It is myfelf I mean, in whom I know- 
All the particulars of vice fo grafted, 
That, when they fhall be open'd, black Macbethi 
Will feem a3 pure as mow, and the poor ftate 
Bfleem him as a lamb, being couapar'd 
With my confinelefe harms.. 

Macd. Not in the. legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd,. 
Iq evils to top Macbeth. 

Mai. I grant him bloody, 
luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful, . 

• natives, for pledgee 

f This conference of Malcolm with Macdu?T, it taken oat of ihe* 
ctrpAicksof Scotland* 
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Sudden *, malicious, fmacking of every da 
That has a name* But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuoufnefs : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not Ell up ^ 
The ciitern of my luft ; and my defire 
All continent impediments would p'er-bear, 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than fuch an one to reign. 

Macd. " Boundlefs intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 

Th' untimely empting of the happy throne, 
" And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is your's 1 you may- 
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty, 
And yet ieem cold, the time you may lb hoodwink: 
"We've willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you to devour fa many, 
As will to greatnefs dedicate thcmfelves, 
finding it Co inclin'd. 

MaU W ith this, there grows, 
In my mcft ill compos'd affection, fuch 
A flanchlsfs avarice, that, were 1 a King, 
1 fliould cut off the Nobles for their lands ; 
Defire his jewels, and this other's houfe ; 
And my more-having would be as a fauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I mould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the good and loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Macd, " This avarice 
«' Strikes deeper ; grows with more pernicious root 
•« Than fummer-teeming luft ; and it hath been 
«* The fword of our flain kings : yet do not fear ; 
Scotland hath foyfons to fill up your will. 
Of your mere own. All thefe are portable, 
"With other graces weighed. 

Mal> " But 1 have none. The king-becoming graces, 
«« As juflice, verity, tempVance, ftablenefs, 
«« Bounty, perfev'rance, mercy, lowlinefs, 
«' Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude; 
«* I have no relifh of them ; but abound 
** la the divifion of each feveral crime, 

# Juddcn, ior xafrickus. 
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" Acling it many ways. Nay* bad I power, 1 fhould 
•« Sour the fwcet milk of concord intonate, 
«« <U|>roar the universal peace, confound 
«*• All unity pa earth* 

jtfta/.- Oh Scotland ! Scotland !-~ 

Mai. If fuch* a one be fit to govern, fpeak : : 
I;am as T have fpoken. 

Macd. " Fit ta>go*e*n T 
" No, not to live. O nation raiferable, 
** With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fcepter'd ! 
«* When (halt thou fee thj whotefome days again ? - 
«* Since that the trueft ifluc of thy throne 
" By his own interdicYionr ftands accurs'd, 
«f And does blafpheme his breed. Thjr royal father 
Was a mod fainted King ; the Queen that bore thee, 
Oft'ner upon hcfr Icnees than on her feet, 
By'd every day (he hVd. Oh, fare thee well ! 
Thefe evils ikon* repeat'ft * upon' thyfelft 
Have bahi&M meirom Scotland. Oh, my bread ! 
Thy hope ends here. . 

Ma L "* Atacdufii this nobl# aaffion, 
«* Child of integrity, hath from my foul f 
"Wip'd the black templet ; recondPd mv thoughts • 
To thy -good truth and honour. Devililh Mstcbethu 
By many oCtheie trains hath fought to win me 
Into his powV ; and modeft wSfdofa plucks me- 
From over^crednlous hafte. But God above - 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I >put myfelf to- thy dire&ion, and 
Unfpeak mine own detraction \ bete abjure ~ 
The taints and blames I laid upon mylelf*. 
For ftrangers to my .natures I am yet 
Unknown to woman, .never was forlworn, . 
Scarcely have coveted what was tame own, . 
At no time broke my faith i would not betray / 
Tbexlevil to hisfeUow, and delight < 
No left in truth than -life : my firft falfe-fpeaklng^ 
Was this upon myfelf. What I am truly, 
Is thine, and kny poor country's, to comtoand : i 
Whither indeed, before thy here-approach, fi 
Old Siward with ten thou&nd warlike men, , 

''repeat* for reckon up % cbargt upon. . 

A a 3, 
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All ready at appoint *, was fettrag forth. 

Now we 11 together, and the chance of goodnefs 

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you fiient ? 

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at oncd 
'Tis hard to reconcile f. 

SCENE V. Enter a Doftor. 

Mai. Well ; moreanon. Comes the King forth, I 
pray you \ 

Dott. Ay, Sir ; there are a crew of wretched fools, 
That ftay his cure ; their malady convinces J 
The great a flay of art. But, at his touch. 
Such fandlity hath heaven given his hand, 
They prefently amend. [2?x//# 

Mai. I thank you, Doctor. 

Macd: What's the difcafc he means i 

Mai. 'Tis calPd the evil ; 
A moil miraculous wqrk in this good King, 
Which often fincc my here remain in England 
I've feen him do. How he folicits heav'n, 
Himfelf bed knows; but ftrangely vifited people 
All fwoln and ule'rous, piti&l to the eye, 
The mere defpair of fiirgery, he cures $ 
Hanging a golden ftamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis fpoken, 
To the fuccceding royalty he leaves 
The healing benediclion. With this Grange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; • * 
And fundry bleflings hang about his throne, 
That fpeak him full of grace. 

SCENE VI. Enter Rofle. 

Macd. See who comes here ! 
Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know him not*. 
Macd. My ever gentle coufin, welcome hither. 
MaL I know him now. Gvod God betimes remote 
The means that makes us fl rangers ! 
Roffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did i 

•I.e. at the place appointed, at the rendezvous, 
^ to reconcile, for to bear vtitb ttmpcr, 

I coKVtKCts, for defeats, wcrcGmeu * . 
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Roffe. # *Alas, poor country, 

* Almoft afraid to know itfelf. It cannot 

« Be calPd our morher, but our grave 5 where nothing, 

« But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile : 

« Where fighs and groans, and (hriejks that rend the air, 

« Are made, not mark'd ; where violent forrow feems 

< A modern ecftafy : the dead man's knell 

« Is there fcarce aik'd, for whom : and good mens' Ifves 

* Expire before the flowers in their caps } 

* Dying or e'er they ficken. 
Macd. Oh, relation 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

MaL What's the neweft grief ? 

Roffe. That of an hour's age doth hifs the fpeaker, 
Each minute terms a new one« 

Macd, How does my wife I 

Roffe. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children ? 

Roffe. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 
Roffe. No; they were well at peace when 1 did 
■ leave 'em. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpeech : how goes it ? 

Roffe. When J came hither to tranfport the tidings. 
Which 1 have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witnefs'd # the rather, 
For that I faw the tyrant's power a»foot. 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create foldiers, and make women fight, 4 
To doff their dire diftrefles. 

Mai Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thoufand men 5 
An older, and a better foldier, none 
'That Chriflendom gives out. 

Roffe. " Would 1 could anfwer 
«« 1 his comfort with the like : But I have word) 
" That would be howl'd out in the defart air, 
" Where hearing ftiould not catch them t 
Macd, What concern they } 

*inttteji , d tox confirmed. 
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The gen'ral caufe ? or is it a fec-gritf, 
I>ue to Ibme ftngle breaA ? 

A^r. No mind that's honeft, 
But in it fkares foove woe.; though the matt* parti 
pertains to yoo aloae. 

Mmc(L \i, it be mint, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let toe tonre it; . 

jfc^k Let oat your ears defl>ife my tongue forever^ 
Which (hall peifafe tfem with the heavieft found/ 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. %i Hum ! I guefs at iti 

Rofe. Your catllc is furprfe'd, you* wife and b£bc%> 
Savagely flaughter'd ; to relate* the manner, 
Were on tfce quarry of thefe rouVthcrM dee* 
To add the death of yom» 

Mai. Merciful heav'n t ' * 
What, man ! ne'er pull your hat 'Upon your brows* 
Give forrow words ; the grief chat does not fpeak* 
Whifpers the o'er* fraught heart, and bids it breaks 

Maud. " My children teo! 

Rqfe. Wife children, fetvamsy all that could be • 
found. 

AeW* And 1 iwfl be, from thence I my wife bird.: 
too J 

Roj/t* iVe feid% 

ilf*/ Be comforted; 
Let's make us medicines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

MacdL "He has n* children.**-*- All my pfretty ones*- 1 
« Did you %, all* wb*t, *M ! oh, heH-kke! ati?>- 

Mai. Endure it like a man. 

Macd. " Ifhall do fo; 
" But I mrift aWb feel it as a tnaft. 
«« I cannot euit reaaemWr foch things were, 
«• That were moft precious to toe. Did hcav'n lookVra, 
•« And would not take their fart ? finful Macdujf, 
" They were all ftruck for tWee 1 naught that I ain> 

Not for. their own demerits,, but fbr mine, , 

••i ■ oh, hell kite! a!ll 
"What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell fwoop \ 

Mnk Endure -it, &c, 
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Fell daughter on their Souls Heav'n reft them nowl 

Mai. Be this the whetftonc of your fword f Jet grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it, 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue- " But, gentle heav'n ! 
" Cut Ihort all intermiffion : front to front, 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myfelf ; 
•« W ithin my fword's length fet him, if he Tcape> 

Then heav'n forgive him too » 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 
Come, go we to the King, our power is ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. " Macbeth 
$t Is ripe for making, and the powers above 
" Put on their inftruments. Receive what cheer you 
may • 

The night is long that never finds the day. [Exeunt. 

ACTV. SCENE I* 

An antlchamber in Macbeth' s cajlle* 

Enter a Dcftor of Pfyfc, and a gentlewoman. 

Doft. T Have two nights watch'd with you, but caa 
i perceive no tx uth in your report. When was 
it flie lad walk'd? 

Cent. Since his Majefty went into the field, I have 
feen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown upon 
her, unlock ber clofet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon't, read it, aiteT wards fcal it, and again return to 
bed ; yet ail this while in a mod fad fleep. 

Dott. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep, and do the effects of watch* 
ing. In this Aumbry agitation, be fides her walking, 
and other actual performances, what (at any time) have 
you heard her lay ? 

Cent. That, Sir, which 1 will not report after her. 

Ditl, You may to me, and 'tis mod meet you ftiould. 

Cent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit? 
ncJs to confirm my fpeecb* 
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Enter Lady Macbeth nmtS a taper., 

ho, you ! here ftie comes. This is her very guife, and* 
upon my life, faft afleep-; ohferve her, (land clofe. 

Doft. How came ihe by that light ? 

Genu Why, it flood by her : ike has light by hen 
continually, 'tis her command. ^ 

Doc7 t You fee her eyes are open, 

Cent. Ay, but their fenfe is (but. , 

Doft. What is it (he does now ? look how (he rub* 
her hands. 

Gent It is an, accuftora'd a&ion with her, to feem 
thus wafting her hands- I have known her continue in 
this a quarter of an hour* 

Lady* Yet here's a fpot. 

Do&. Hark, fte (peaks. I will fct d«wn what come** 
from her, to fortify my remembrance the more ftrongly* 

Lady. «« Out, damned fpot; out, I fay one; two; 

u why thea, *t* time tQ do*t. — —Hell is murky* Fie». 
u my Lord, fie ! a foldier, and afraid ; what need we 
" fear who knows it, when none caia caB oar power to 
*• account ?*— * Yet who would have thought the old, 

* man to have fo much blood in hvfal 
Z>fc?. Co you fharfc that? 

Zady the Thane ofTife had a "wife ; where is fb* 
now ? " What, will thefe hands ne'er be clean ? 

* No more o' that, my Lord, no. more o' that : you, 
mar all with this ftarting. 

Zfc?#* Go to> go to; Jou have kpown what yoi* 
fliould not., 

Gent, She has fpoke what fte (hould nor, I am fure 
of that : heaven knows what the has known. 

Lad], " Here's the fme-11 of bk>oJ ftili: all the, per., 
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this httle hand. Oh h 
Oh! oh! 

Doil. What a figh is there? the heart fs forelr. 
<;harg*d. 

Gent, I would not have fuch a heart in my boforn^ 
fbr the dignity of the whole body. 

DM. Well, well, well * ' 

Gent. Pray God it be, Sir. 

Qoft. This.difeafe is beyond my practice: yjet.1 hav& 
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known those which Have walk'd in their flsep, who 
have died holily in their beds* 

Lady, " Wafo your hands, pot on yo&r night-gown*. 

*' look not fo pale I tell you yet again, Banquo*4 

• c buried ; he cannot come out of his grave, 

Do&. Even fo ? 

Z,*^. " To bed ; to bed ; there** knocking at the 
** gate : conoe, come, com* come, give me yonc 
«* hand.— What's done* cannot be- undone. To tied* 
* % to bed, to bed* [Brit Lady* 

Do& t Will ftie go now to bed ? 

Gent, Directly. 

Do&. Foul whifperings are abroad*; unnatural deed*. 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Inferted minds 
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their fecrets* 
More needs Ihe the divine, than the phyfician* 
Good God forgive m ail P look ater helT \ 
Remove from her the mean* of ail annoy ance^ 
A nd ftill .keqjr eyes tipote her ; fo good wgbt. 
My mind fhe'as mated, and amazd my. fight. 
1 think, but dare not fpeak. 

Gent* Good nighty good Ifcotitar. {Exeunt. 

S G E N £ H. 
Changes to a field, with wood at a dijlance. 
£nfer Menteth, Cathnels, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Meitt. Vkt KngKfe power is near, led on by Maicoha, 
His uncle Si ward, and 3 the good Macduff, 
kevengeslkirn in thenr: fbr their dear eaufts 
Would to the Weeding and tfregriin alarm; 
Excite the mortififec! man. 

Ang. TfearBirnan woo& 
SJjaB^-wie weU meet them ; that wajr arc tfhey eomittg. 
Cath. Who knows tfT*ctoa4d BaWbe with his bro* 
ther ? 

Len. For -certain, 'Sh\ he is not. Fve*fi!« 
Of all the gentry; there 4s Si ward's fnn, 
And many unrough youths, ^hat even now 
Proteklfif&eir-firft df*manhood. 

JVknt. What does chtr tyratit ? 

Cath. Great Dunfinanc he ftrongry ftrtffic** 
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Some fay he's mad ; others, that lefler hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury : but for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper'd caufe 
Within the belt of role. 

Ang. Now does he feel 
His fecret murthers (licking on his hands : 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach; 
Thofe he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loofe about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfifh thief. 

Ment. Who then (hall blame 
His pefter'd fenfes to recoil, and dart, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itfelf, for being there \ 

Cath % Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd. 
« Meet we the medicine of the fickly weal. 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge, 
Each drop -of us. 

Len. Or fo much as it needs, 
To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds, 
Make we our march towards Birnan. 

SCENE III. The caftle of Dunfinanu 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Macbn Bring me no more reports, let them fly all. 
'Till Birnan wood remove to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know 
All mortal confequences # , have pronounced it : 
Fear not y Macbeth ; no man that's born of woman, 
Shall e'er have power upon thee. — Then fly, falfe Thanes', 
Aqd mingle with the Englifh epicures. 
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never fagg with doubt, nor (hake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fae'd Iown ! 
Where got ft thou that goofe*look I 
* CenfcquemtK for €vt*U, 



Digitized by Google 



ISc 3* The Tragedy of Macbeth* [apt 

Ser. There are ten thoufand — — 

Macb. Geefe, villain ? 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 
- Macb. Go, prick thy fa ?e, and over-red $hy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What foldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy foul 1 thofe linen cheeks 6r thine 
Are counfellors to fear. What fold iers, whey-face? 

Ser. The Englifti force, Co pleafe you. 

Macb. « Take thy face lien ce-^-Sey ton ! —I'm fick 
at heart, 

*« When I behold Seyton, t fayt — ■ — This pu(h 

• c Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 
*• I have liv'd long enough : my way * of life 
«« Is fall'n into the fear, the yellow leaf : 

* And that which mould atebmpany old age, 

* As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
« I mad not look to have; but, in their dead, 

* Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 

* Which the poor heart would fain detty, and dare not. 
Sejton I ■ ' » 

Enter Seyton. ,' t fm 

Sey . What is your gracious pJeafare ? . ^ 

Macb. What news more ) 

Sey. All is conftrmM, my Lord, which was reported* 

Macb 4*11 fight till from my bones my Ac& be hack'd* 
'{Jive me my armour. 

Sey. 'Tis not needed yet* ♦ 

Macb. I'll putitt>n. 
Send out more horfes, fkinre tike coHintry routid ; 
Hang 'thofe that talk of tear* Give; me mine armour* 
How does your patient/ Do&or ? 

Docl. Not fo fick, my fcordv 
As (he is troubled with thick coming fancies, • 
That keep her from her reft. 

Macb. Gore her of that 

* Can ft thou not minifter to a mind difeas'd, 
« Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow, 

* Raze olit the written troubles of the brain, 

* And, with fbme fweet oblivious antidote, 

* Cleanfe the ftuff\l bolom of that perilous fluff 
• way, Is tiled for cwrjt, pngrtfi. 

Vol. VI, f B b 
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•* Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doti. Therein the patient 
>luft minifter unto himfelf. 

Macb. " Throw phyfic to the dogs, V\t none of it— 
Come, put my armour on ; give me nay ftaff. 

Seyton, fend out Doctor, the Thanes fly from me— 

.Come, Sir, difpatch If thou could ft, Doctor, call 

The water of my land, find her difeafe, 

-And purge it to a found and priftine health ; 

I would applaud thee tq the very echo, 

That mould applaud again. PuII't off, I fay - , 

What rhubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug, 

Would fcour thefeEnglifti hence ? Hear It thou ohhem? 

Dott. Ay, my good Lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear foaiething. 

Mccb Brine it after me ; 
I will not be aTraid of death and bane, 
THJ Birnan foreft come to Dunfinane. 

Do&. Were 1 from Dunfinane away and clear, 
Profit again fliould hardly draw me here. \_Afide. Ex*. 

SCENE IV". Changes to Birnan wood. 

Enter Malcolm, Si Ward; toacduff, Si ward's fan, Men* 
teth, Catbnefs,, A n g u *> af *d Soldiers marching. 

■ J iW*t. Coufios, 1 hope the day« *re near fct haed* 
That chambers will be fare. 

Ment . We doubt it nothing* 

£lw. What wood is this before as? 

Merit. Tire wood of Birnan* 
• MsA, Let every foldier btw him down a bo<ftgb» 
And bear't before him thereby flutft we ihadow 
The numbers of our hoft, and make difeovYy 
Err in report or us. 

Sold. It (ball be done. 

Ssiv. We learn no other, but the eddfeVd tytairt 
Keeps Hill in DunJinace. and will endure 
Our fetting down before t. 

MaL 'Tis his main hope : 
For where there is advantage to. bt given, 
Koth more and left have given him the revolt ; 
And none ferve with him but contained thing* 
Whole hearts are a We at too. 
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Maca. Let our juft secures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
hsduftrious foldierfhip. 

Si<u>: The time, approaches, 
«« 7 hat will with d\K decifioa make us know 
•* What we flwdl fay we have, and what we owe.** 
«« Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate j 
" But certain iflbe ftrokes muft arbitrate. 
Toward* which advance the war. [Exeunt marching. 

SCENE V. Changes to the cafile of Dunfmane* 

Enter Macbeth* $eyton # and Soldiers nvlti drums and: 
colours. 

M*ef>. ffang out our banaers on tht outward walls, 
The «ry is ftifl, They come : our cattle's ftcength wilfc 
Laugh a fiege to feora* Here let them lie, 
Till famine and the ague eat* them up. 
Were they not 'fore'd \ with thofe that mould be ours,. 
We might have met thenvdarefel, heard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that noife ? 

[A cry within of women** 

Sey^ It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I have almoft forgot thetatte of fears. 
The time has been, my fen Irs would, have coofd 
To hear a rrfght-ffrriek : and my fell of hair 
Would at a diimal treatiferoufe and ftir, 
As life were in't. I have fiipp'dfull with horrors; 
Direnefs, familiar to my flaught'rous thoughts, 
Cannot now Hart me. Wherefdre w«s that cry I 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 

Much. She mould have dyM hereafter ; 
There would 'have %ee» a time for ftieh a word. 
*• Torfiaorrw, awl to-morpow, and {o-igorrow, 
« Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laft fyiiable of recorded time, 
« And all our yefterdays have lighted fools 

• The way : te4u<kj 4*atfe. Qttt, oat, brief candle I 

• Life's but a walking (hadow, a poor player, 

• TJiat Aru*s aod teets his Apyr jpppa the liage Al 

* u <. property ind allegiances 
tl'fm'i, tor rcififor&L 

B* h * 
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* And then is heard no more ! It is a tale 

* Told by an idioc, full of found and fury, 

* Signifying nothing ! 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Thou com'ft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickhf . 

Meff. My gracious Lord, 
I ftiould report that which I'd fay I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 

ftiacb. Well, fay it, Sir. 

Mefl* As 1 did ftand my watch upon the hill* 
I look'd toward Birnan, and anon methought 
The wood began to move. 

Much. Lyar, and flave ! [Striking hi**. 

Me£' Let me endure your wrath, if 't be not fo. 
Within this three mile you may iee it coming; 
I fay, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou Ipeak'ft falfe, 
Vpon the next tree (halt thou hang alive* 
Till famine cling thee : if thy fpeech be footh, 

I care not if thou doft for me as much. « 

] pull in reiolutjon # , and begin 

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend* 

Th a t Jves li ke truth . Fear not, till Birnan wood 

Do come to Dun/inane > ■ ■ and now a wood 

Comes towards Dunfmane. Arm, arm* and out \ 

If this which he avouches does appear, 

1 here is nor flying hence, ncr tarrying here* 

I 'gin to be a-weary of the fun, 

And wiih the ftate o' th' world were now undone* 

Ring the alarum-bell : blow, wind! come, wrack 1 

At leaft we U die with harnefs on our back. [Excurt*. 

SCENE VI, Before Dun/inane. 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their army nviji* 
bought,. 

1/laU Now near enough : your leavy fcreens throqr 
down, 

And (hew like thofe you are; You (worthy uncle) 
Shall, with my coufm, your right noble fon* 
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Lead our firft batrie. Brave Macduff and we 

6haH take upon's what elfe remains to do, 

According to our order. *< 

£/w. Fare you weH. 
Do we tut find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Mac J. Make all one trumpets fpeafc, give them all 
breath, 

Thofe clam'rou* harbingers of blood and death. 

[Alarums continued ; 

Enter Macbeth. 

M*cb. TkeyVe ty'd me to g (lake, I cannot 'fly, 
Bat, bear-like, I mud fight the courfe. What's he. 
That .was not born of woman ? fucha qne 
Am 1 to for, or -none* 

Enter young Si ward* 

To. Shu. What is thy name i 
Macb. Thou 'It be afraid to hear&V 
To* Situ. 4fa ; though thou call- ft 'thyfidf a hotter 
Than any is4n4iell. [name 
Macb. My name's Macbeth. 

To. Si<u>. The devil himfelf could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear, 

Maeb. No, nor more fearful.. 

To. Si<w. Thou lyelt, abhorred tyrtrat 7 with my faord 
I '41 prove the lye thou fpeak'ft. 

{Fight? and young Siward's Jlain* 

Alacb* Thou waft born of woman ; — 

But fwords I (milt at, weapons laugh to fcorn, 
BcandifiVd by man that's of a woman born. [Exkv 

Aarume. E*tar Macdufiy . 

Maed. That way the none is. Tyrant, ftew iky face • 
If .thou be'ft flain, and with no ftroke of mioe, 
My wife and childrcns' ghofts wiU hiunt me aiH. 
I ^cannot ftrike at wretched kernes, whofe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their itaves : or tnou, Macbeth, 
Or eife my fword with an unbatter'd edge 

I iheath again undecded. There thou ihould'ft be 

By : this great clatter, one of greateft note 
B b 3 
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Seems bruited* Let mc. Bad him, Fortune I 

.And more 1 beg not. [Exit* Alarum, 

Enter Malcolm and Si ward. 

' Sinv. This way, my Lord, the cattle's gently render'i 
The tyrant's people on both fides do fight ; 
The; Noble Thanes do bravely in the war ; 
The day almott itfelf profefies your's, 
And littje is to do. 

MaU We've met with foes 
That ftrikc befide us* 

Siw. Eater* Sir, the cattle, [Exeunt. Alarm*. 

SCENE VII. Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why fliaold I play the Roman fool, and die- 
On mine own fword ? whilft i fee lives, the gaflacs 
Po better upon them. 

To Aim, enter Macduff^ 

Mae J. Turn, heU-hound, turn. 

Macb Of all men elfe I have avoided thee : 
Put get thee back, my foul is too nxuch ch^rgd 
With blood of thine already* 

Macd, I've no, words,; 
My voice is in my fword J thou bloodier villain,. 
Than terms can give thee out. Alarum*. 

Macb, Thpulo^ labour; 
^s eafy may'ft thou the in trenchant ait 
W ith thy keen, fword imprefs, as make me bleed x. 
Let fall thy. blade on vulnerable creftsj 
1 bear a charmed life, which mult not yield 
To ope of woman bom, 

Macd. Defpair thy charm ! 
And let the ange+whom thou ftilfhaft ferv'd; 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb, 
Untimely ripp'd* 

Macfi. Accurfcd be that tongue that: tells me fofc 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man : 
And be theft juggling fiends no more believ'd,. 
That palter with us in a double fenfe; 
Thai keep the word of prpmife to our ear, 
And break it to our hope ! Til not %ht wtih. thee* 
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Mac J. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the lhew and gaze o' th' time* 
We'll have thee, as our rarer mongers are, 
Fainted upon a pole, and under writ. 
Sere may you fee the tyrant* 

jkacb. 1 will not yield, 
To kifs the ground before young Malcolm's feet^. 
And to be baited with the rabble's curfe. 
Though Birnan wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be. of no woman born, 
Yet 1 will try the laft. Before my body 
1 throw my warlike (hicld. Lay on Macduff; 
And dama'd be he that firft cries, " Hold, enough/* 
[Exeunt fighting. Alarums. 

SCENE VUi. 

Retreat and flour i/b. Enter with drum and colours 9 
Malcolm, Siward, Rone, Tbanes, and Soldiers. 

Mai I would the friends we mils were fafe arriv'd, 

Si*w. Some mud. go off : and yet by thefe i fee 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

MaL Macduff is miffing, and your n#ble fon. 

Rojfe. Your fon, my Lord, has paid a fold ier's debt: 
He only liv'd but till he was a man; 
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirmed, 
In the unlhrinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd, 

Siw. Then is he dead? 

Rojfe. Ay, and brought off the field : your caufe of 
Mult not be meafur'd by his worth, for then [fonow 
IX hath no end. 

Siix>. Had he his hurts before I 

Roffe. Ay, on the front. 

Siiv Why then, God's foldier be he fi 
Had 1 as many fons as 1 have ha»rs, 
I would not wifli them to a faircrdeath : 
And lo his knell is knoll'd. 

Mai He's worth more forrow, 
And that I'll fpend ior him. 

Slwu* He'i wprth no more ;. . 
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They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore. 

So, God be with htm!:— Here coaxes newer comfort^ 

Eater Macdafc wti Macbeth/ J**/, 

MW. Hail, King ! for fo thou art. Beheld where-; 
ftands . 

Th* usurper's coded head ; the time is flree : 
I fee thee comparfs'd with thy. kingdom's peer*,. 
That fpeak my faritrtation m their minds : 
Whofe voices 1 deftre aloud with mine. 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

. • . mm* f . 1 . m> mm* » m . 



Mat. We ftefll not fpend a large expence of " time, , 
Before we reckon with your fev'ral loves, 
And make us even with you. Thanes and ktnfmeo* , 
Henceforth be Earls, the.firft that ever Scotland 
lu fuch au honour nam'd. What's move 1*4** 
Which would be planted newly with the tijpsv. 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 
That 4ed the In&Fes-of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel miniftors 
Of this dead hutoW, audins fieod-like Queenr 
(Who, as 'tis thought, by fclf and violent hands., 
Took off her *ife ;) this, and what's needful dfc 
That calls upon us, by the grace «f God, 
We will perform in meafure, time and place : 
So thanks to *H at once, -and to each one, 
Whom wc invite ta fee us crownM at Scone. 





Exeunt omn*s ¥ . 



Digitized by 



Google 



C« Mar ci us Coriounus*. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Cai us Marci vs Coriola- 
nvs, a Noble Roman t bated 
If the common people. 

, (Generals again]} 
Titos Lartfoi, ) the Vol 'clans, 1 1 
Cominiui, \ and friends to 

C, Cork lams, 
Menemus Agrippa, friend to Co* 
riolanus, 

(Tribunes of the 
Sicinius Vclutus, j people, find e- 
Junius J&utus, 1 nenties to. Co- 

C riolanui. 

fbe SCENE is partly in &me K 
Volfcians and Annates. 



I Tullua An64ius t General of th 

Volfcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufjaiut. 
Young Marcius, fon to Cortolanuu 
Corjpirators •w'ttb Aufidius. 

Y'jJumnia, mother to Cor h /anus. 
V^rgilia, -wife to Cot iol anus. 
Valeria, friend to Virgilia. 

Roman and Volfc^n Senators* 
JE&iles* Littort, Soldiers, Conu 
nan People* Servants to 4*$* 
dtus, and other Attendants. 

and forty in the territories of tt)$ 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Jlreft in Rom*. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens <withjlaves> clutt* 
and other weapons, 

I Cit. TP) Efore we proceed any further, bear me, 

U AIL Speak, fpeak. 
i Cit* You arc all relblv'd rather to die, than to fa- 
mifh ? 

AIL Refold, re/ohU 

I Cit. Fir ft, you know, Cai us Marcius is the chief 
tnemy to the people. 
AIL We know't, we know't. 

•The whole hiftory exa&Jy followed, and many of the principal 
(fetches copied fron^thc life of CorioUnus in Flutatcji. 
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i C/7. Let us kill him, and we'H have cora at our 
own price. Is't a verdift ? 
* Alt. No more talking vn% let't he done ; awayy 
away. 

2 Cit. One word, good Citizens, 

I Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patri- 
cians, good : what authority forfeits on, would relieve 
Us : if they would yield us but the fuperfluity, while it 
Were whole fame, we might gwefs they relieved uc h«- 
inanely : but they think we are. too dear? the learrnefr 
that ami&s us, the obieel of our mifery, is as an inven- 
tory to particular^ ^betr abundance; #ur fuCsraaice ip 
a^aio to them. Let us rewtfig* t&it witfc our foftae* 
ere we become rakes : r ^ the jgod« knew, I (peak this 
in hungwr for tatad, not in tbirft for revenge. 

q. Cit. Would you greeted especially againft Caiu& 
■H*rcii» i 

AH. Agsmft htm irft : he 4 a very 4og to tfcc«ea» 

momrfcy. 

. a Confidcr you what fervtces he has 4&tae Apr 
liis country ! 

X £#7. Very weU ; and could be content to give him 
good report for't, but that he pap himfelf with being 
proud. 

All. Nay, &ut f peak Jwr»malicA>ufljr. 

1 Cit. I fay unto you, what he hath done famoufly^ 
he did it to that end ? though foft confeiene'd men can 
he content to fay, it was for his country, he did it jo 
pleafcVrs mother, and partly to be proud ; w"hich he fe, 
even to the altitude of his virtue. 

2 Cit- What. lis cannot help in his natuce, you account 
a. vice * in him : you.muft m no ways fay he is cove- 
tous. 

i CiU If I muft not, I need not be barren of occupa- 
tions ; he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetitlop,. 
[Shouts 'within.'} What fliouts yc thofe ? the mother fide 
o' tly eiry is xifen \ why ftay wc prating Jure? To the 
• Capitol— 

Ail. Come, come, 

i,677» Soft who comes here 

• • Wf it here uflfd Jfmcemttcly &T <rmc* 
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*S G It N E II. EnHt M*n«wus Agrippa. 

2 £V/. Worthy Menenhis Agrtppa ; one that hath al* 
ways loVd the people . 

1 Cit He's one honeft enough ; 'would all the reft 
were f6! 

Men. What w6rk*s, my countrymen, fn nand ? where 

=go you. 

With bats and clubs ! the matter — Speak* I pray you. 

2 Cit. Our bulinefs is not unknown to the fenate ; 
-they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
to do, which now we'll fhew 'em in deeds : they fay* 
poor fu iters have ftrong breaths j they (hall know, we 
Jjave ftrong arms too. 

tiff en. Why, matters, my good friends, mine honeft 
neighbours, 

Will you undo you rfe Ives ? 

2 Cit • We cannot, Sir, we are imdtme already. 

Men I tell you, friends, mod charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your fufferings in this dearth, you may as wdl 
Strike at the heaven with your ftaves, as rift them 
Againft the Roman ftate ; whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand curbs 
Of more ftrong links afunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment. For the dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it ; and 
Your knees to them (not arms) tnuft help. Alack> 
You are tranfported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you ; and you flamler 
The helms o* th' ftate, who care for yon like fathers, 
When you curfe them as enemies. 

2 Git Care for us ! — true, indeed \ > they "ne'er 
•carM'for us yet. Suffer us to familh, and their ftore- 
houfes cramm'd with grain : make edicts for ufury, to 
fcpport n/urers ; repeal daily any wholefome aft efta- 
bli£hed againft the rich, and provide more piercings fta- 
tutes daily to chain up and reftrain the poor, li the wars 
eat us not up, they will j and there's all the love they 
bear us. 

Men. Either you mud 
Confefs yourielves wondrous malicious^ 
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Or be accus'd of folly. 1 (hall tell you 
A pretty tale, (it may be you have heard It ) ; 
But, fince it ferves my purpofe, 1 will venture 
to fcale't # a little more, 
a Ck. Well, 

XVc'll hear it, Sir ■ yet you mull not think 
To fob off our difgraces with a tale : 
But, an't pleafe you, deliver. 

Men. There was a time, when all the body's member! 
kebeird againft the belly ; thus accus'd it \ — t — 
That only, like a gulph, it did remain 
r th' midft o' th* body, idle and unaclive, 
fetill cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the reft ; where th' other inftrume&ti 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftrucl, walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did minifter 
Unto the appetite, and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd 

2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly t 

Men. Sir, I (hall tell you With a kind of fmiUk 

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus -<%* 

{For look you, I may make the belly fmile, 

As weU as fpeak), it tauntingly reply'd 

To th 1 difcon tented members, th' mutinous parts* 

That envied }xis receipt ; even fo mod fitly f , 

As you malign our fenators, for that 

They are not fuch as you 

2-Ctt, Your belly's anfwer— —what ! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye. 
The counfellor heart, the arm our ioldier, 
Our deed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they 

Men. What then ? 'Pore me this fellow fpeaks. 

What then ? what then ? 

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be re&rain'd* 
Who is the fink o* th' body, 

Men. Well, what then ? 

2 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly anfwer i 

* weigh, examine* and apply it* 
f i. e. exactly. . 
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7lf>». I win tell you, 
If you*ll beftow a fmall (<5f whatyou have little) 
Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's anlwer* 

$ Cit 'Y'ar^ long about it. 

Men. Note -me this, good friend. 
^Tour mod grave belly was deliberate. 
Not raih, like his accufers; and thus anfwer'd : 
True is ft, Thy incorporate friends, quoth he. 
That I receive the general food at firft, 
Which you do live upon ; and fit it is, 
Becaufe I am the ftorehoufe and the (hop 
Of the whole body. But if you do remember, 
I fend it through the rivers 'of your blood, 
Even to the<court, the heart, to th' feat o* th' brain, 
And through the cranks and offices of man ; 
The ftrongeft nerves, and fmall inferior veins, 
From me receive tbat natural competency; 
Whereby they live. And though that all at once, 
You, my good friends, (this lays the belly), mark me—* 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 

Men. Though aH at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet can I make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flowY of aH, 
And leave me but the bran. What fay you to*r. ? 
£ CU* It was an anfwer ; how apply you this ? 

Men. The fenators-of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members : for examine 
Their coonfels, and their cares ; dig ell things rightly 
Touching the weal o' th* common ; you ihalj find 
Wo public benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds or comes irom them to you, 
And noway from yourfelves. What do you think \ 
You, the great toe of this atfembly 1 
2 Cit I the great toe ! why, the great toe ? 
Men* For that being one o* th' loweft, baieft, poorcft. 
Of this mod wife rebellion, thou goeit foremoft t 
Thou rafcal, that art worft in W00J to run, 
Lead 'ft firft, to win fome vantage ■ ■ 
•But make you ready your Riff bats and clubs, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle : 
The one fiJe m«ft have bale. 

Vol. VI. f C c * 
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SCENE III* Enter Caius Marcius* 

Hail, NoMe Marcius 1 

1 hanks. What** the matter, you draentious 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, £rogues, 
Make yourfelves fcabs ? 

a CVr. We have ever yoor good word. 
Mar. He that will give good words to thee, wili 
flatter 

Beneath abhorring*. What would you have, ye curs* 

That like not peace, nor war? The one affrights you, 

The other makes you proud. He that tfufts to you, 

Where he mould find you lions, finds you hares; 

Where fores, geefe. You are no furer, no, 

1 hau is the eoal df fire upon the ice, 

Or hailfUne in the fun. Vour virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whofe offence fabdues him, 

And cuffe that jaftice did it. Who deJerva* greatnefe, 

13eferves your haw j and your affocliom are 

A fick man's appetite, who defires moft that 

Which would incriafe his evil. He that depends 

Upon your favour, fwnm with fins, of lead, 

And hews down oaks wkh rushes. Hang ye . * 

With every minute you do change a mind, [truft ye ! 

And call him noble that was now your hate ; 

Him vile that was your garland. What's thfe matter, 

That in the feveral places of the city 

You cry ftgainft the noble fenate, who 

{Under the gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 

Would fefed on one another i — What's their fccfcmg ? 

Men. For corn -at their own rates whereof they (&j 
The city is weH ttor'd. 

Mar. Hang 'em : they fay !— — • s 
They'll fit by ttr' fire, and prefame to know 
What's done i' lh' Capitol ; who's like to rife $ 
AVhothrives, and who declines : fide facleons, and give 
Conjeclural marriages ; making parties fttong [out 
• And feeble* fuch as (land not in their liking, 

Below their cobled Ihoes. They fay there's grain «- 
Would the Nobility lay afide then* ruth,* £nough ! 
And let me ufe my iword , 1 'd mafce a quarry 
With thoufands of thefe quartered flaves^ as high 
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As I could pitch my fence. 

Men. Nay, thcfe arc almoft thoroughly perfuade<* * 
For though abun<Jantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they palling cowardly. But, I befeech yoo> 
What fays the other troop ? 

Mar. Thbj are diffoiv'd ; hang *em, 
They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth proverbs p 
That hunger broke yW-W/*-^tbat d*g$n*{fteat—~ 
That meat was made for mouths — that the gods fent not 
Corn forth' rich men o*l}-~r- With tbefe flvrcds 
They vented their complainings : which being anfwer*4* 
And a .petition granted them, a ftrange one, 
To fcreakthe Jk«nrt of Generofity, 
And make boH Power look pale ; they threw U^r caps; 
As they would hang them on the horns o' th' moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them i 
Mar. Ftee Tribunes to defend their vujgar wil<loiaa% 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velatus, and I know not- — r— - s'death, 
The rable fboujd have ftrfl unroof 9 d the city 
Ere fo prevail'd with me i it win in time 
Win upon Power, and throw fqrth greater themes • 
For Afurre<5Uon's firguing. 
Men. *t*nis is ft range. 
Mart Go, get you home, yon fragments! 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf* Where V Caius MarcUts ? 
Mar. Hcne— — -^what's the matter I 
Mefi The news is, Sir, the Volfcians arc m arms* 
Ma*. Trn gUd on!t ; t£*n we: fliall ^aye means to» 
- vent 

Qurmufty fnperfloifey. See! cw hefe eldcs s ■ n 

SCENE IV- 

Rnttr Sicinius, Velutus, Junius fyutus, Cominiu** f itu* 
Larttus, with other Senators* 

t Sen, Marcos, 'tis true that y on ha** latei* toy uj#. 
The Volfcians are in arms. 
Man Th*y have a leader. 
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TulllM Aufidiu* , that will pot you to'to. 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were l-any thing but what I am, 
I'd wi(h me only he » 

Com. You have fought together ? 

Mar. Were half to half the world by th»cars» and b& 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him. He is a. lion, 
1 hat 1 am, proud to hunt. 

I Se* Then, -worthy Mara us, 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars. 

Ccnu It is your former promiie* 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 
Ard t am con It ant. Titus. La rtfus, thou 
Shalt fee me once more ft r ike at Tullus' face* 
What, ait thou ftiff? ftand'tt out * 

Latt No, Caius Marcius, - 
Mi lean upon one crutch, and fight with t- other*. 
Ere (lay behind thts-bufineft. 

Men. O true bred ! 

i Sen. Your company to th* Capitol, where I knoa* 
Our greateft friends attend us* 

IW» Lead you on ; 
Follow, Cominius; we mutt. follow you-; 
Right worthy your priority. • 

Com. Noble Lartius 

1 Sen. hence to your homes ■ i ■ — be gone-., 

[To the citizens v 

Mar. Nay, let them follow ; 
The Volfcians have much corn : take thefe rats thither*. 
To gnaw their garners. Wortbipful* mutineers, 
Your valour puts well fortb; pray, 1 allow. 

[Exeunt* 

[Citizens fteal awmj. Manent Sk'mius and Brutus. 
Sic Was ever man fo proud as is this Marcius ? 
Bru. He ha» no equal. 

Sic. W hen we were chofen Tribunes for the people— 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ? 
Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the 
gods 

Sic* Be mock the rtodeft moon» ■ 
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2?r«. The prefent wars devour him i he is grQWft. 
Too proud to be fo valiant* 

Such a nature* 
Tickled with good fuccefs, dildainsthe (hadow 
Which he tread* 09 at noon ; but I do wonde*; 1 * 
His infolence can bcook to bo commanded 
Under Comi&iu$. 

Bru, Fame, at the which he aims, 
In whom already he is will grae'd, cannot 
Better be held, n^r more attain'd, than by 
A place below the ifirft *, lor what mifcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, though he perform^ 
To the qtmoft of a man ; and giddy Cenfure- 
Will then cry out of Marciusi Oh, if he 
Had born (he b»finefc- — r- J 

Sic. Befide^i if things gp well. 
Opinion, that ft fticfcs on Marcius* ftaU 
Of his demerits rob Cominius, 

Bru* Come ; 
Halt all Coroinius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marctus earn'd them not $ and all hn faufcr? 
To MarqusJt&aUbe honours, though indeed 
In aught htraerfc not* 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the difpatchis made; and in whatfa(hion r , 
More than this fu>gularity t he gpes 
|^>ou thifc prefefift action* 

JS^ut he?* along. „ C&P**** . 

SCENE V. Changes to Cor hit. 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, <wtih Stn*t$rt ^ Cotiolw. 

I So, your opinion is> Aufidius, 
That they of Rome are entered in our counfcls, , 
And know how we proceed. . 

Auf. 1» it not your s i 
Whatever hath been thought o» in this ftate, 
That could besought to bodily ad, ere Rome? 
Had circumvention \ *Tis not four day* gone 

Since I heard thence thefe are the words— I thinK 

JJiay* jfcc letter here,; ye*- — 7 here it is : 
They hank: pre.s'd a power, but it is not known 

\JUading*:, 

G c 3 
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Whether for eaft ©r weft ; the dearth is great* 
The people mutinous ; and it fs rumour'd, 
Comintus, Marcius your old enemy, 
(Who is or Rome worfe hated than of you)*. 
And Titus Lartiu*, a mod valiant Roman, 
Thefe three lead on this- preparation 
Whither 'tis bent-~— moft likely 'tis for you r 
Confiderof it. 

1 Sen. Our army's in the field : 

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf: Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences vetl'd, tin* when 
They needs muft (hew themferves y which in the hatchv 
It feem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the difcovery Qingj. 
We (hall be ftortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many towns, ere (almoft) Rome 
Should know we were a- foot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commiffion, hie you- to your bands ^ 
Let us alone to guard Coriott ; 
If they fetdown before-s, Yore they remove, 
Bring up your army : but I think you'll find 
They've not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. Ov doubt not that, 
1 fpeak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their power are forth already^ 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
'Tisfworn between us. we mall ever ftrike 
Till onesan do no more. 

All. The gods affiA you ! 

Auf. And keep youc honours fafe ! 

1 Sen* Farcwel. 

2 Sen Farewcl. 



SCENE VI. 

Changes to Cuius Marcsus'* houft in Rome. 

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia ; they Jit down on tivo low 
Jiools, andfow. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, fing, or exprefs yourfelf 



AIL Farewel. 



lExeumt* 
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in a more comfortable fort. If my fon were my huf* 
band, I would treelier rejoice irt that abfence wherein 
he won honour, than in the embracements of his bed, 
where he would (hew moft love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only fon of my womb ; whea 
youth with comelinefs plucked all gaze his way ; when, 
foe a day of kings 9 intreaties, a mother fhould not fell 
him an hour from her beholding ; I confidering how 
Honour would become fuch a per fon, that it was no- 
better than picture- like to hang by the wall, if Renown 
made it- not ftir, was pleas 'd to let htm feek Danger' 
where he was like to find Fame : to a cruel war I fent 
him, from whence he return 'd, his brows bound with 
oak. I tell thee, daughter, I fpraog not more in joy at 
fir ft hearing he was a man child, than now in fir ft feeing 
he had proved himfelf a man, 

Vir. But had he died in the bufinefs, Madam ; how 
then I 

VoU Then his go >d report (hould have been my fon ; 
V therein would have found iflue. Hear me profefs fin- 
cerely : Had I a dozen fons each in my love alike, ^and 
none lefs dear than thine and my good ACarcius, I had 
rather eleven die nobly for their country, than one vo- 
hxptuoufly furfeit out of. a&ion% 4 

Enter a Gentlewoman* 

Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit youv 
Yir* Befecch you, give me leave to retire myfelf. 
Vol. indeed thou fhali aotj 
" Methmks I hither hear your hu (band's drum : 
** I lee him pluck Aufidi as down by th' hair ; 
" As children from a bear, the Volfci (hunning hiow 
" Methinks I fee- him ft amp thus—' — and call thus— 
" Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear* 
u Though ye were born in Rome ; his bloody brow 
" With h'fr mail'd hand then wiping,, forth he goes 
" Like to a harveft-map, that's tafls'd to mow 
« Or all, or lofe his hire. 

Vlr, «• His bloody brow I oh, Jupiter, no blood \ 
VoL Away you tool ; it more becomes a man, 
«« Than gilt his trophy. The bread of Hecuba, 
<< When Ihe did fuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
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« Than HdcWs foiehcad, when it fpie forth Wood 

M At Grecian fword* contending* Tcil Valeria, 

We are fit to bid her welcome ££xt4 Gqq^ 

Vir. HeaVos Wefs my U>*d from fcH Ananas! 

IT*/. He U beat Aufidius* head below hb knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 

Enter Valeria, mtith an VJbtr % and a Genttcwoma** 

Vol. My Ladies betji, good day to you- 

K#A Sweet Madam* ■ ■ ■■ > 

JV. I am glad to fee- your Ladyfci p ' j d i 

F*/. How do you both ? you are manifeft house- 
keepers. What are you faring her& ? a » fine fpot, Ut; 
good faith . How does your little foa I 

VJr. I thank yaur Ladyihip: well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and hear. a drag*, 
than look upoa has fehootaafter. 

Vat. O' my word, the father's fou: I'll fwear *t» a: 
^very pretty boy. " O* my truth, I looked on him o* 
M Wednesday batf an hour together ^ u. . * h'as fuch a - 
«• confirm 'd countenance* f law him ran. after a gild— 
«* ed butterfly ; and when he caught its* he Jet itgaa- 
*> gain, and after k again; and osrer and o*er he 
" comes, and up agatn ; and caught it agaiav; and 
« whether his fall enrag'd him or how 'twas, he did lb 
«* fethis teeth, and did tear ^ oh* I warrant how he 
«< mammock td it ! 

VqL One of* fattens moods. 

VaL Indeed, la, 'tis a noble chW. . 

VJr. A crack, Madam, 

Vol. Come* layafide your Wtchery,; J .maft hswet 
you play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon, 

Vir. No, good Madam, 1 ,wiU not>jput of door*. 

F*/. Not out of doers 1 
She (hall* fee {hail* 

f7>. Indeed, no, by your patience % J'H not over the: 
threfhold, tiU my Lard return from the waps. 

Val. Fie r you confine yourself moft unrea&ntiblyw 
Gome, you mw go vifit the good ^ady that lies in. 

Vir. I wilt wilt her lpeedy ttreogth, and vifit hetv 
with my prays ; bat I cannot go thithtc. 

JW. Why, i pray yojl i 
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Vir. 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love. 

VaL You would be another Penelope ; yet they lay* 
all the yarn die fpun in Ulyfles's abfence, did but fill 
Ithaca full of moths. Come, I would your cambrick 
were fcnflble as your finger, that you might leave prick- 
ing it for pity. Come* you ihall go with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me ; indeed I will 
not forth. 

VaL In truth, la, ga wkh me, and I'll tell you ciceb- 
fcnt news of your hufband. 

Vtr. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

VaL Verily 1 do not jell with you \ there came news 
from him fait night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam 

VaL In earned 'tis true ; I heard a fenator fpeak it. 
Thus it Is The Vollcians have an army forth, a- 
gain (I whom Cominius the General is gone with one 
part of our Roman power. Your Lord and Titus Lar- 
tuis are fet down before their city Gorioli ; they nothing 
doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. This is 
true, on my honour ; and io I pray go with us. 

Vir. Give me excufe, good Madam j 1 will obey yott, 
in every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone* Lady ; as (he is now, (he will 
but difeafe our better mirth. 

VaL In troth I think (he would. Fare you well then* 
Gome, good lweet Lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia, turn, thy 
folemncfs out o' door, and go along with us* 

Vir. No : at a word, Madam, Indeed I mutt not. 
I Witt* you much mirth. 

VaL Well, then, fareweL [Extuni* 

SCENE VIL Changes H the 'waits of Corioji. 

Enter Marcius, Titus Larttus, ivilA Captains and St/~ 
diers To them a Mejenger* 

Mar. Yonder comes news : a wager they have met^ 
Lart* My horfe to your's, no. 
Mar. 'Tis done. 
hart. Agreed. 

Mart. Say, has our General met the enemy I 
Meff. They lie in vjcw t but have not fpoke as yets* 
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Lart. So the good horfe is mine. 
Alar. I'll buy him of you. 

Lart. No, 111 not fell, nor give him : lend him yon 
I will 

For half an hundred years. Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie tfcefc armies I 
Mejf. Within a mile and half. 

Mai . Then (hall we hear their laruro, and they wiri, 
Now, Mars, 1 pr'ythee make us quick in work ; 
That we with fmoktng fwords may march from hence* 
To help our fielded friends I Come, hlow the bbril. 

They found a parley . Enter two Senators with others 09 
the walls* 

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your waBs ^ 

1 Sen, No, nor a man that fears you left than he % 

That's le&r than a little. Hark, our drums 

[Drum afar off. 

Art bringing forth our youth : we'll break our walls* 

Rather than they fhaU pound us up ; our gates, 

Which yet fecm (hut, we have but pinn'd with rufhes; 

They'll open of themielves. Hark you, far of 

[Alarum far «£1 

There is Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 

Among your cloven army. 
Mar. Oh, they are at it i 

Lart. Their notfebe our inftruclion. Ladders, WL 

Enter the Yolfcians* 

Mar. They fear us not, but ifFu* forth thekckf. 
How put your Ihields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than Ihields. Advance, brave 
They do diidain us much beyond our thoughts ; [Titus, 
Which makes me fweat with wraith. Cocue on, my fej- 
Hc that retires, I'll ta>e him for a VoUcian, £lows ^ 
And he fliall feel mine edge. 

[Alarum 1 the Romans heat bad to. their trenches* 

SCENE VIIL Re-enter Marciu** 

Mar. All the contagion of the fouth light on you, 
You ihames of Rome, you ! — ■ — herds of boils and 
Piaiftcr you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd £plaguev 
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Farther than feen, and one infer! another 

Againft the wind a mile ! You fouls of geefe, 

That bear the fhapcs of men, how have you run 
From (laves, that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell! 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale, 
With flight, and agued fear ! mend, and charge home. 
Or, by the. &es of heaven. Hi leave the foe, 
And make my wars on you : look to't, come on ; 
U you'll ftand faft, we'll beat therti to their wives. 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another alarum d/x^Marcius follows them to the gates • 

So now the gates are ope : now prove good feconds ; 
*Tis for the followers Fortune widens them, 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates, and is Jhut in, 

I Sol. Fool-bard inefs, not I. 

a Sol. Nor I. 

3 Sol. See. they Rave (hut him in. [Alarum continues. 
All. To th' pot, I warrant him* 

Enter Tkus Lartius. 

Lart What is become of Mardus ? 

All. Slain, Sir, deubtlels. 

I Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upon the fudden, 
Clapt to their gates ; he ishimfelf alone, 
To anfwer all the city 

Lart. Oh, noble fellow ! 
"Who, lenfible, outdoes his fenfelefs fword ; 
And, when it bows, Hands up: thou art left, Marcins— 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 
Were not fo rich a jewel Thou waft a foldier 
Even to Cato's wilh # , not fierce and terrible 
Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percuffion of thy founds, 
Thou mad 'ft thine enemies (bake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

* Plutarch, m the lift of C rioianus, relates this as the opinion 
*f Cat«*he elder, that a great foldier ftiould cairy terror in his looks 
and tone <>f vo.ee: and the poet here, by f lowing the hiftorian in* 
Wvcrcentry, ff raBtn into • gptat chrotiolc^iwd Impropriety* 
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Enter Marcius bleeding, afauJtvJ fy the enemy. 

I Sol. Look, Sir.— — 
Lart. O, 'tis Marcius. 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain * alike. 

[They fight, and all enter the citj, 
Enter certain Romans with Jprils. 

1 Rom. This wiJl I carry to Rome, 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on't, I took this for fifver. 

[Alarum continues ftill afar off* 

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a trumpet. 

Mar See here thefe movers, that do prize their ho* 
At a crackd drachm : culhions, leaden fpoons, [nours 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe flaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up ; down with them; 
And hark, what noife the General makes ! — to him J— 
There is the man of my fouPs hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 
Whilft I, with thofe that have the fpirit, will hade, 
To help Cominius, 

Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft ; 
Thy exercife hath been too violent 
For a fecond courfe of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praife me not : 
My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare yon wcB : 
The blood I drop is rather phyfkal 
Than dangerous to me 
T* Aufidius thus I will appear and fight. 

Lart. Now the fair goddefs Fortune 
Fall deep In love with thee, and her great charms 
Mifguide thy oppofers' fwords ! bold gentleman! 
Profperity be thy page 1 

Mar. Thy friend no lefs, 
Than thofe (he placeth higheft ! So, fareweh 

Lart. Thou worthielt Marcius,— 
<5o found thy trumpet in the market-place ; 

[To the trumpet* 

• An old way of Jpcaking, fjgnifyingbut the fame a* remain. 
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Call thither all the officers o* th' town, 

Where they fliall know bur mind. Away* [Exeunt* 

S C E N E IX. Changes to ihe Roman camp \ 

Ent& Coramitw retreating* with Soldier** 

Com. Breath you, my friends ; well fought; we are 
come off 

Like Romans, neither foolifb in our ftands, 

Nor cowardly in retire : believe roe, Sirs, 

We (hall be charg'd again. Whilft we have ftruck, 

By interims and conveying gufts, we have heard 

The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods, 

Lead their focceifes, as we wifh our own ; 

That both our powers, with fouling fronts encountring, 

May. give you thankful farrifice ! Thy news ? 

Enter a Meflenger* 

Mejf. The. citizens of Gorioli have iffued, 
And given to Lartius and to iVIarcius battle, 
1 faw our party to the trenches driven. 
And' then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeak'ft truth, 
Methinks thou fpeak/ft not wdl. How long is't fince I 
"Alefl Above an hour 4 ; my Lord. 

Cow. 'Ti$ not a mile : briefly we heard their drums. 
How could'ft thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring the new s fo late ? 

Meff. £ pies of the VoJi'cians 
Held me m cfcace, that 1 was fore'd \b wheel 
Three or four miles about; elfe had I, Sir, 
half an hour fmce brought my report. 

Enter Marcius. 

Com. Who's yonder, 
1 hat does appear a* he wereflea'd ? O gods ! 
He has the ltamp of Marcius, and I have 
Before time feen him thus. 

Alar. Come- I tco late ? 

Com. " The ihepherd knowsnot thunder from a tafor, 
More than i know the found oi Marciu** tongue 
From every iLeaner man." 
Vol. VI. f D d 
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Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you coire not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar. Oh ! let roe clip ye, 
In arms as found, as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial-day was done, 
And tapers burnt to bed ward. 

Com. Flower of warriors, 
How is'twith Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man bulled about decrees ; 
Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile, 
Ra doming him, or pitying # , threat'ning th* other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leaib, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. "Where is that flave 
Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
"Where is he ? call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone ; 
lie did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague ! Tribunes for them !), 
The moufe ne'er ftiunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
JF rom rafcals worfe than they. 
Com. But how prevail'd you ? 

Mar. Will the lime ferve to tell ? I do not think— 
M here is the enemy ? are you lords o* th* field ? 
IF not, why'ceafe you till you are fo ? 

Com. Marcius, we have at difad vantage fought, 
And did retire to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their battle I know you on what fide 
7 hey have placed their menlof truft ? 

Com K As I guefs, Marcius, 
Their bands i' th' vaward are the Antiates 
Of their beft truft : o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 

AJar. 1 do befeech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
Py th' blood we've fhed together, by the vows 
We've made to endure friends, that you direclly 
Set me agaurft Aufidius, and hts Antiates ; 

• i. e. remitting his taafotn. ™" 
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And that you not delay * the prefent, but 
Filling the air with fwords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour — — — 

Com. Though I could wilh 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare 1 never 
Deny your afking ; take your choice of thole - 
That bed can aid your aft ion. 

Mar, Thofe are they 
That are molt willing : if any fuch^be here 
(As it were fin to doubt) that love this paintings 
Wherein you fee me fmear'd ; if any fear 
htfs for his perfon than an ill report ; 
if any think brave death outweighs bad life; 
And that his country's dearer than himfelf, 
Let him alone (or many, if fo minded) 
Wave thus, t'exprefs his difpofition, 
And follow Marcius, 

[They all /bout, and wave their funrds, take him up 
in t heir arms, and caji upiheir caps* 
Oh ! me alone, make you a fword of me. 
If thefe (hews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volfcians ? none of you but is 
Able to bear a gain (t the great Aufidius 
A (hieid as hard as his. A certain number 
( Tho' thanks to all) mud I feleft from all. 
The reft (hall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight, , 
As caufe \ will be obey'd; pleafe you to march. . 
And four (hall quickly ^raw out my com nan J,.. 
Which men are bed inclin'd. 

Com* March on, my fellows. 
Make good this oftentation, and you fhalt 
Divide in all with .us. . [Exeunt. 

SCENE X. Changes to Corioli. 

TStus Lartius having fet a guard upon Cotioli, going 'with 
drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Gaius Marci us, - 
enter with a Lieutenant, other Soldiers, an} a fcout. 

Lart* Soviet the ports be guarded ; keep your duties,- 

• delay, tor let flip 
t ttuji > Jot ucafiM t 
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As t have fet them down. If I do fend, difpatcfc 
Thofe centries to our aid ; the reft will ferve 
For a (hort holding; if we lofc the field, 
"We cannot keep the town 
Lieut. Fear not our care, Sir. 
^Lart. Hence, and (hut your gates tipon's. 
Our guider, come ! to th' Roman camp condudl us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE XI. Changes H the Reman camp. 

Alarum, at in battle. Enter Marcius and AuEJius,. 
at, fever ad dw ri. 

War. I'll fight with none bacihee; for T do hate &*£ 
Worle than a prom ife- breaker. 

Auf.. We hate atke. 
Not Afric owns a ferpent I abhor 
Mote than thy fame, and envy ; fix thy foot. 

Mar Let the firft buJger die the otiicf . 
Ar.d the gods doom b)Oi niter 1 

Auf If 1 Bf 9 Marcius, 
Halloo me like a hare. 

Alar. Within theie three iraur?, TTiilUK, 
' Alone I fought in your Cortolt walk, 

/ nd made vvhat work I pfeas'd : 'rismot my blood? 
W hetein thou feell me nmdk!d ; for thy cettfige, 
\\ i ench up thy power to tiT higheft* 

Aaf. Wet t thou the Hector - 
That was the whip of your bragg-d progeny, 
7 hou Ihouid tt not 'fie ape me Jiere. 

[Here t key fight, and certain Volfcians came to the aid 
of Aufidius. Marcius Jighu, till the/ be driven 
in breatklefs. 

Officious, and not valiant ! — — ^you have (ham*d me 
In your condemned feconds, 

[Exeunt Mar. and Auf. fightings 

fhuriJI?. Alarum. A retreat h founded. Enter a* 
-one door, Cosninius *wUb the Romans ; at another 
door, Marcius, with his arm in a fcarf 
Com. If I fhoutd teil thee o'er this thy <fay> work. 
Thou It not believe tby deeds : but 4'li report it, 
Where i'enators ihull mingle tears with fm*ksr 
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W here great Patricians (hall attend and fhrug ; 
I' th'end, admire; where ladies fhall be frighted, 
And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull Tribunes* 
That, with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall fay, again ft their hearts We thank the gods, , 

Our Rome hath fuch a foldier !- r - 

Yet cam'ft thou to a morfel of this feaft, 
Having fully din'd. before* . 

Eiiter Titus Lartius wit h bis power, from the purfuite. 

Lart. O General, 
Here is the fteed ; we the caparifon. 
Hadfcthou beheld - 

Mar* t( Pray now, no more : my mother, 
•«* Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
" When {he does, praife me, grieves me. 
I have done as you have done ; that's, what I can ; 
lnduc'd, as you have been ; that's for my country,/ . 
He that has but effected his good- will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

Com. You (hall not b^ 
The grave of your deferving* Rome muft know 
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment, 
Worfe than a theft,, no lefs than a traducement, . 
To hide your„ doings; and to filence that, 
Which, .to the fpire and top of praifes vouch'd, 
Would feem but modeft : therefore I befeech you, 1 
(In fign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done), before our army hear me. 

Mar, I have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart 
To-hear thecufelves.rememJbred. 

ftg^Should they not, v 
Well might they fetter 'gajnft ingratitude, 
And tent themfelves with death. Of all the horfes, 
WJiereof we haveta'en good, and good ftore, of all 
The treafure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common diftribution, at 
Your own choice. 

Mar. I thank you, General ;' 
B<k cannot make my heart conferit to take 
AJ>ribe, to pay my lword. 1 do reiufc ic . • 
Dd 3 ^ 
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And ft^nd upon my common part thbft 
That have beheld the doing. 

£d long flour i/h. They all cry, Marcius ! Marcros ! 
eaft up their caps and lances. Cominius and Lar- 
tius Jland bare. 
Mar. May thefe fame inflruments, which you profane,. 
Never found more! when drums and trumpets ihall. 
1* th' field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities, 
Be made of fa!fe-6*c\J fooimrtg ! When Aeel grows, 
Soft as the paralitc's filk, let hymns be made 
An overture lor th* wars J No more, t fay : 
For that I have not wafh'd my nofe that Wed, 
Or foil'd fome debile wretch, which without note 
Here's many elfe-have dope ; you lhout me forA. 
In acclamations hyperbolical; 
As if I lov'd, my litCle flrould be dieted 
In praifes faue'd with lyes. 

Com. Too modeft are you : 
More cruel to your vood report, than grateful' 
To us, that give you truly ; by your patience, 
If 'gainfl yourfeif you be incens'd, we'll put you ' 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles; : 
'I hen reafon fafely with you ; therefore be it koown^ 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which, 
My noble Head, known to the camp, f give him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time, 
Tor what he did before Corioli, call him* 
With all, th* applaufe and clamour of the hoft, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus. Bear th' addition nobly e-- 
ver 1 \FlouriJh. Trumpets found and drums*. 

Otnnes Caius Marcius Coriolanus I 

Mar, «• 1 will go warn ; 
•« And when my face is fair, you (hall perceive 
«« Whether I blufh or no. Howbeit, I thank you. 
1 rr.ean to flricle your fteed, and at all tim«s 
To undercrefi your good addition *, 
To th' fairnefs \ of my power. 

Com. Fo, to our tent j 

* A phrafc from hemMry, figi»ifyi<>g, liat he mndd cndeiroo* 

tofupport his good opi »ion ok Itku. 
f far kefs, lor ulmoji. 
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"Where, ere "we do repofe as, we will writs 
To Rome of our fuccefs: you. Titus Lartius, 
Muft to Corioli back ; fend as to R.ome 
The beft, with whom we awy articulate, 
For their own good, and ours, 
Lart, I mall, my Locd. 
Mar. The gods begin to mock me. 
I, that but now refusd moft princely gifts, 
Am bound to bftg of my Lord Gederal. 
Com, Take'c, tis youfs : what is't ? 
Mar. 1 fometime lay be^e in' Cortolf, 
At a poor mail's houfe. He us'd me kindly . 
JJe cry*d to me. 1 faw him prifoner : 
But then Auiidtus was within my view, 
And wrath o'erwhekn'd my pity. 1 reqaeft yod : 
To give my poor hoft freedom* 

Cam. O well begg'd 1 
"Were he the butcher of my fon, he fhould 
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus'. 
Lart.. Marcios, hi 6. name i 

Man, By: Jupiter, forgot. • 

l;am weary * T yea, ray memory is tir'd : . 
Have we no wine here I 

Com. Go we to our tent. 
The blood upon your vilage dries ; 'tis time 
It (liquid be look d to. Corner [Exeunt* 

SCENE XI f. Changes to the camp of the VolfcU 

Afiourtfh. Cornet. Enter Tuflius Aufidius bloody * vaitb 
two tfr i£te$ So/J/trs* 

Auf. The town is ta'en. 

Sol. ' I will be delivered back on good conditio*. 

Auf Condition ! ' 
I would I were a Roman ; for I cannot, 
Being a Vplfcran, be that I am, Condition ? 
"What good condition can a treaty find 
I* th* part that is at mercy ! Five times, Marcius, 
I have 'fought with thee, fo often haft thou beat me ; 
And would 'ft do io, I think, ftoulJ we encounter 
As often a? we eat, By th' elements, 
It e'er again 1 meet him beard to beard, 
Ik's mtae, or r am his : mine emulation 
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Hath not that honour in't it had ; for where 
I thought to crufh him in an equal force, 
True fword to fword; Til potch at him fome way, . 
Or wrath or craft may get him., 
Sol. He's the devil. 

j4uf. Bolder, tho' not fofubtle: my valour (poilbn'd;, 
"With only fufferiog (lain by K\m\ for him 
Shall fly out of itfelf. " Not deep nor fan&uary, 
" Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor capitol, 
" The prayers of priefts, nor times of facrifice, , 
u Embarments-of all tury, flull lift up 
" Their rotten privilege and cuftom 'gainft 
<( My hate to Marcius. Where 1 find him, were it t 

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, . 
" Againft the hofpitable canon, would I 
" Warn my fierce hand in's hearts Go you to xh' city ; . 
Learn how 'tis held ; and what they are that mud 
Be hoftages for Rome* 

Sol. Will not you go? ' 

Auf. I am attended at the cyprefs* grove. I pray you* . 
(*Tis fouth the city^mills)., bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the pace p£ it, 
I may fpur on my journey. 

Sol. I fhall, Sir, [Extunts. 

* 

A C T> If. S C E N E I. 
Rome,. 

Enter Menenius, with. Sicinius and Brutus* 

Men. rip HE augur tell* me, we (hall have news to- 

I night. 
Bru. Good or bad, ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer, of the people, for 
they love not Marcius, 

Sic. .Nature teaches beads %o know their friends. t 
Men Pray you, whom does, the wolf love ? 
Sic. T he lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians . 
; would the No{>le Marcius. . 

Bru. He's a lamb indeed that baes.likc a bear. 
Men. He's a bear indeed that lives, like a lam># 
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You are too old men, tell me one thing that I flull alk 
you. 

Both. Well, Sir; ■ 

Men Jn what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two 
have not in abundance i 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, bat ftorod with all. 

Sic. Efpecially in pride. 

Bru* And topping all others in boafting. 

Men. This is ftrange now I do you two know how 
you are cenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o' th* 
right hand file, do you? 

Bru, Why,— — how are we cenfur'd? 

Men. Bicaufe you talk o£ pride now, witt you not be 
angry ? 

Both, Well, well, Sir, well. 

Alen. Why, 'tis nogreat matter ; for a very little thief 
of occafion will rob you of a great deal of patience 
give your diipofitions the reins, and be angry at your 
pleafures ; at the Jea.lt, if you take it as a pleasure to 

you, in being fo^ You blame Marcina , for being 

proud. 

Bru We da it not alone, Sir. 

Alea. I know you can do ve/y little alone ; for your 
helps are many, or elfc your anions would grow woa- 
drousfingle; your abilities are too infant^ ike for dp* 
t iag much alone^ jYou talk of pride- — -oh, that you 
could turn your eyes towards the napes of yo**r neck*, 
and make but an interior fuivey of your good ieivs* I 
Oh, that you could 1 

Bru, W hat then, Sir ? 

Men. Vi hy, then you fhould difcover a brace q£ as 
lamenting, proud* violent, telly magistrates, aJus foote, 
as any in Ijlomex 

Sic* Menenius, yon are known well eoouglvtoo* < 
Men. I am known to ba a humorous Patrician, ami 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al- 
laying 1 iber in't ; faid to be fotne thing imperrecl, in 
favouring the firft complaint ; hafty and under-like, up- 
on too trivial motion ; one that converfes more with tfce 
buttock of the Light, than with the forehead of the 
morning. What 1 think, I utter, and fpend my malice 
in my bieith. Meeting two luch weak men as you an;^ 
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(f cannot call you Lycurgufes), if the drink you give 
roe touch my palate adverfely, I make a crooked face 
at it I can't fay your Worlhips have delivered the mat- . 
ter -well, when I find the afs in compound with the ma- 
jor part of your fyllables ; and tho' 1 muft be content to 
bear with thofe that fay you are reverend grave men, 
yet they Jye deadly, that tell you, you have good faces : 
if you fee this in the map of my microcofm, follows it 
that I am known well enough too ? what harm can your 
biflbn confpectuities glean out of this character, if I be 
known well enough too ? 

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men, You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any 
thing ; you are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and 
legs * : you wear out a good wholefome forenoon, in 
hearing a caufe between an orange wife and a foffet- 
feller, and then adjourn a , controveriy of three-pence 
to a fee on d day of audience. ——When you are hearing 
a matter between party and party* if you chance to be 
pinch'd with the choKc, you make faces like mummers, 
let up the bloody flag againft all patience, and, in roar- 
ing for a chamber-pot, difmifs the controverfy bleeding, 
the more intangled by your hearing : all the peace yott 
make in their caufe, is calling both the parties, knaves* 
You are a pair of ftrange ones, 

Bru, Gome, come, you 1 are well underftood to be * 
perfecter gybcr of the table, than a necefTary bencher 
in the CapitoK 

Men. Our very pnefts muft become mockers, if they 
(hall encounter fuch ridiculous fubje&sas you are ; when 
you fpeak beft unto the purpofe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your beards; and your beards deferve not fo ho- 
nourable a grave, as to ftuff a botcher's culhion, or to 
be intomb'd in an afs'* pack-faddle. Yet you mud be 
faying, Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap eftimation, 
is worth all your predecefLrs, fince Deucalion ; though 
perad venture fome of the beft of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good-e'en to your Worlhips ; more of ydur 
con ver fatten would infect my brain, being the herdimcn 

* It appears fro.Ti this whole fpeech, that ShaVelpear mUloAtbc 
„ •%? of erdjcflus urbis, for the Tribune'* office, . 
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of the beaftly Plebeians. I will be bold to take my 
leave of you. [Brucus and Siciuius Jiand afide. 

S C E N £ II. 

As Menenius is going out % enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and 
Valeria. 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, and the moon* 
jwere lhe earthly, no nobler ; whether do you follow 
your eyes fo fa ft ? 

VoL Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap- 
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go. 

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home ? 

Vol Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moft profperom 
approbation. 

Men. Take my cup, Jupiter, and I thank thee 
hoo, Marcius coming home 1 

Roth* Nay, 'tis true. 

Vol. Look, here 's a letter from him ; the ftate hath 
another, his wife another, and I think there's one at 
home for you. 

Men I will make my very houfe reel to-night : A 
letter for me 1 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw't. 

Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an eftate of feven 
years' health ; in which time I will make a lip at the 
phyfician; the moft iovereign prefcription in Galen is 
but empiric, and to this prefervative of no better report 
than a horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was wont 
to come home wounded. 

Vir. Oh, no, no, no. 

VoL Oh, be is wounded, I thank the gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much ; brings he 
a victory in his pocket, the wounds become him. 

Vol On s brows, Menenius; he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

&len 9 Hath he difciplin'd Aufidius foundly ? 

Vol. '1 itus Larctus writes, they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that : if he had (laid by him, I would not have been 
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fb fdiufd for all the chets in Corkrfi, and the gold that's 
in them. Is the fenate poflefs'd' of this ? 

JV. Good Ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : the fe- 
nate has letters from tbe General, wherein he gives my 
fon the whole name of the war : he hath in this adioa 
outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth there's wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, 1 warrant you, and not without 
his true purchafing. , 

Vir. The gods grant them true I 

Vol. True ? pow, waw. - ■ » — 

Men. True? Ill be (worn they Are true. Where is 

he wounded? God fave your good Worfhips; 

Marcius is coming home ; he has more caufe to -be 
proud. [To the Tribunes ] Where is he wounded? 

Vol. r th' fhoulder, and \" th left arm ; there will be 
large cicatrices to (hew the people, when he (hall ftand 
for his place. He receiv'd in the repulfe of Tarquin 
feven hurts T th* body. 

Men\ one i th' neck, and one too i* tjb* thigjh ; there's 
nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before this laft expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. - Now 'tis twenty-feven ; every, gaffe was anc- 
nemy's yave. Hark, tne trumpet*. , 

[4 } Jbout vndfiourijh* 

Vol. Thiefe are the ufliers of IVJarcius ; before him he 
Carries noiie, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark fptrit, in's nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which being advanc d, declines,, and thea.,inen die* 

S C E..N ,£ UU 

Trunftti fettttd. E titer Cominras thfr General, and Titus 
Lar UUb ; between them Coriokinns cretin d <ibitk an 
taken garland > witbCaptains and Soldiers ,and dHeiaid* 

Her. &now, Rome, that aU alone Marcius. did fight 
W uhjn Corioli* gates, where he hajthj won, 
With Tame, a name to Caius Marcius. 
W elcpme tojlome, renowned Coriolanus! 

[So#ad. flourfo* 
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ML Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus"! 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
fray now, no more. 

Com Look, Sir, your mother,—— 
Cor. Oh I 

You have, I know, petition'd ail the gods 

For my profperity. \_Kneels. 

Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up : 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd, 
What is it, Corioianus, muft 1 call thee ? 
But oh, thy wife 

Cor. " My gracious filence, hail! 
Would'ft thou have laugh 'd, had I come cofEn'd home, 
That weep'ft to fee me triumph ! Ah, my dear, 
"Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack fons. 

Men, Now the gods crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet? O my fweet Lady, pardon. 

[To Valeria. 

Vcl. I l:now not where to turn. O welcome home ; 
And welcome General ! y'are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes: I could weep, 
And I could laugh, I'm light and heavy y — welcome ! 
A curfe begin at very root on's heart, 

That is not glad to fee thee. You are three 

1 hat Rome lhould doat on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We've fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your relilh. Welcome, warriors! 
We call a nettle but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right. 

Cor* Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and your's. 
Ere in your own houfe I do made my head, 
The good Patricians muft be vifited ; 
From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But, with them change of honours. 

Vol. I have lived 
To fee inherited my very wiflies, 
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 

Vol. VI. f £ e 
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Is wanting, which I doubt not but our Rome 
Will cad upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, I 
Had rather be their fervant in my way, 
lhan fway with them in theirs. 

Cor. On, to the Capitol. [Flouri/h. Carnett. 

\Exeunt in Jlate, as before* 

SCENE IV. Brutus and Sicinius come forward. 

Bru * All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights 
< Are fpectacled to fee him. Your prattling nurle 

• Into a rapture * lets her babby cry 4 

• While {he chats him : the kitchen malkin pins 

• Her richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck, 

• Clamb'ring the walls to eye him ; ftalls, bulks, win- 

dows, 

• Are fmother'd up. leads fiird, and ridges hors'd 

• With variable complexions ; all agreeing - 
« In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-lhdwn flamins 

• Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff 
« To win a vulgar flation ; our veil'd dames 

« Commk the ware of white and damaik in 

« r I heir nicely-gawded cheeks to th' wanton fpoil 

• Of Phoebus' burning kifles ; i'uch a pother, 

• As if that whatfoever god who leads him, 

• Were {lily crept ioto his human powers, 

• And gave him graceful pofturc 
Sic On the fudden, 

1 warrant him Conful, 

Bru, Then. our office may, 
During his power, go fleep. 

Sic. He cannot ^tempVately trail fport his honours. 
From where he ihould begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 

Bru. In that there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, 
T he commoners, for whom we ftand, but they, 
Upon their ajicient malice, will forget, 
With the leali caufe, thefe his new honours; which 
That he will give, make 1 as little queftion 

* rjtturt, a remittor term, at that tiflicufcd ftr a * ft, (imply* 

c U be rofd t fignificd, to be in a jit. 
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As he is prone to tfo't. 

Bru. I heard him fwear, 
Were he to ft and for Conful, never would he 
Appear i' th* market-place, nor on him pat 
The naplefs vefture of humility ; 
Nor (hewing* as the manner is, his wounds 
To th' people, beg their (linking breaths. 

Sic. 'Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word : oh, he would mifs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the fuic o' th* gentry, 
And the defire o' th* Nobles. 

Sic. I with no better, 
Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. *Tis mod like he will. 

Sic. It (hall be to hi^n then, as Mr good wills,, 
A fure deftruftfon. 

Bru+ So, it mud fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
Itfe mud. fugged the people, in what hatred 
He ftill hath held them ; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and 
Difprqperty'd their freedoms : holding ihera* 
In human action and capacity, 
Of no more foul nor fitnefs fop the world, 
Than camels in the war ; who have their provender 
©ftly for bearing burthens, and fore blows. 
For finking under them. 

Sic. This, a* you fay, fuggeded. 
At fame time, when his, foaring infolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time fhail not want, 
Jfihe be put upon't ; and that's as eafy, 
As to fet dogs on flieep). will be the fire 
To kindle their dry ftubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Mfjfengcr, 
Bru, What's the matter ? 

Mcfl You're fent for to the Capitol. f Tia thought f 
That Marcius (hall be Conful : I have feen 
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind 
*To hear him fpeak ; the matrons flung their glovet,, 
£ e 2 
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Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs, . 
Upon him as he pafsM ; the Nobles bended 
Ab to Jove's ftatue ) and the commons made 
A (hower and thunder with their caps and fhouts t 
1 never faw the like, 

Bru . Let's to the Capitol, 
Ar d carry with us ears and eyes for th* time, 
hut hearts £or the event. 

S c. Have with you. [ExeunK 

SCENE V. Changes to the Capitol. 
- Enter two Officers i to lay cufhions. 

1 Off Come, coine, they are almoft here. How many 

(land for Con fuffliips ? 

2 Off. Three, they fay ; but 'tis thought of every oae> 
Corioianus will carry it, 

1 Off* That's a brave ^fellow, but he's vengeance 
^roud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off, 'Faith, there have been many great men that 
h ive rlatter d the people, who ne'er lov'd them; and 
t'r.eie be many that they have loved, they know not 
vhe»e:"ore ; fo that if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground, Therefore, for 
Corioianus neither to care whether * they love or hate 
him, manifefts the true knowhedge he has in their dif- 
pofuioc, al *d out of his nobte careleffaefs he let's them 
plaaily fee t. 

1 Off. " If he did not care whether he had their love 
M or no, he wav'd indifferently 'twixt dping them nei- 
** thee good nor harm : but he feeks their hate with 
«< greater devotion than they cari render it him ; and 
«* leaves nothing undone, that may fully difcover him 

their oppoute. Now, to feem to affect the malice and 
•« difpleafure of the people, is as bad as that which he 
diGikes, to flatter them for their love. 

2 Off He hath deferved worthily of his country: and 
his afcent is not by fuch eafy degrees as theirs who have 
been fupple and courteous to the people ; bonoettcd, 
without any further deed to heave diem at all into their 
ciiiuiation and report : but he hath fo planted his ho- 
nour* in their eyes* and his actions in their hearts, that 
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for their tongues to be filent, and not confeHr fo much, 
were a kind of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwife, 
were a malice, that, giving itfelf the lye, would pluck 
reproof and rebuke frora ev'ry ear that heard it. 

1 Off. No more of him, he it a worthy man. Make 
way, they are coming. \ 

SCENE VI. 

Enter the Patricians^ and the Tribunes of the people* 
Littors before them; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi* 
nius the Conful ; Sicinius and Brutus take their places 
by themfelves* 

JSien. Having determin'd of the Volfcians, and 
T o fend for 1 itus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratify his noble fervice, that 
Hath thus Good for his country. Therefore, pleafe you, 
Moft reverend and grave elders, to defire 
The prefent Conful, and laft General-, 
In our well founded fuccefles, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform *d ' 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himfelf 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius ; 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our ftate's defective for requital, 
Than that we ftretch it out. Mailers o* th' people, 
We do requeft your kindeft ear; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 
To yield what panes here. 

Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleafirtg treaty ; and have hearts 
inclinable to honour and advance 
The theam of our * affembly. 

Brtt Which the rather 

* He thould have faid your afTemWy. For till the Lex Aittme, 
(the author of which is fuppufod by Sigonius [Of vttere Italia jure] 
to have been contemporary w:th Quintus Metcllus Macedonian), 
the Tril uncs had not the privilege or entering the fenite, but bad 
fwis placed for them near die door on the ouifidc of the houfe* 
E e 3 
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We Ctall be blefs'd to do, if Ji£ remember 
A kmder value of, the people, than 
lie-hath, hitherto priz'd c hem at. 

Men. That's off* that s on; : 
I would you rather had teen hlent: pJeafe yoifc 
To hear Cominius fpeak ? 

Bru. Moft willingly : 
But yet my caution was more pertinent,, 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people, 
But tye him not to be their bed-fellow. 
Worthy Cominius, fpeak: 

[Coriolanus rifes, and offers to go aivaj* 
Nay, keep your place. 

i Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never fttf me to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honour's pardon : 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again,. 
Than hear fay how 1 got them. 
. Bru. Sir, 1 hope 
My words difbench'd you.not ? 

Cor, No, Sir; yet oft,. 
When blows have made me ftay, I fled from words* 
You fooihnot, therefore hurt not: but your people, 
1 love them as they weigh — 

Men, Pray now fit down. 

Cor. I had rather have one fcratch my head i' th' fun,. 
When the alarum were Ihuck, than idly fit 
7 o hear my nothings mqnfter'd. [Exit Coriolanus. 

Men. Makers of the people, 
Your multiplying fpawn how can you flatter, 
That's thoufand to one good one, when you fee/ 
He hud raiher venture all his limbs for honour, 
Th-m one of 's ears to heac't ? Prodfeed, Cominius. 

Com. I fliali lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be ulter'd feebly. It is held, 
That va'oar is the chiefeft virtue, and. 
Moll dignities the haver: ir it be, 
The m in I fpeak of, cannot in the world 
Be fi-Jgly coairer pois'd. At fixteen years, 
When ranjum made a head for Rome, be fought 
Beyoad the mark of others - f our then dictator, 
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Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight,. 
"When with his Amazonian chm he drove 
The bridled lips before him : he beftrid 
An o'er prefs d Roman, and i' th' Conful's view * 
Slew three oppofers : Tarquin's felf he met* 
And ftruck him on his knee : in that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the fcene, 
He prov'd th' bed man i' th' field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oafr* His pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waxed like a fea; 
And, in the brunt of feventeen battles fince, 
He lurch'd all fwords o* th* garland. For this laft^ 
Before and in Corioli^ let me fay, 
) cannot fpeak him home : he ftopt the fliers* 
And by his rare" example made the coward 
Turn terror into fport. As waves before.* 
A veffel under fail, fo men obey'd,. 
And fell below his ftern : his fword, (death's ftarnp)* 
Where it did mark, it took from face to foot : 
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' th' city, which he painted? 
With fhunleTs dettiny : aidlefs came off, 
And with a fudden reinforcement ftrucle 
Corioli, like a planet. Nor is this all; 
For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready fenJe, when llraight his doubled fpirtt > 
Requickcn'd what in flelh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual fpoil ; and till we calTd 
Both field and city ours, he never ftood 
To eale his breait with panting. 
Men. Worthy man ! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with meafure fit the honours. 
Which we devife him. 

Ccnu Our fpoils he kicked at, 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o' th' world ; he covets lefs 
' Than Mifery * itfelf would give, rewards 
H;s deeds with doing them, and i& content 
To lpend his time ■ 

• mi/en; for avaruc \ bcc*uf« a rmfcr figuifics »n avaric'rtttSk 
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Men* To end ir, he's right noble* 
Let him be called for. 
Sen, Call Coriolanus. 

Off* He doth appear. Jj 
Enter Coriolanus. 

Men* The fenate, Coriolanus, are well plcasM 
To make thee Cooful. " 

Cor. I do owe them ftilt 
My life and ferv ices- 

Men. It then remains, 
That you dp fpeak to the people. 

Cor. I befeech you. 
Let me o'crleap that cuftom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, (land naked, and intreat them-, 
For my wounds' fake, to give their fuffrages. 
Pleafe you that I may pais this doing. 

Sic* Sir, the people mull have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony* 

Men. Put them not to't: pray, fit you to the cuftomt 
And take t'ye, as your predecdSbrs have, 
Your honour with the form* . 

Cor. It is a part 
That I (hall blufh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. * Mark you that ? 

Cor* To brag unto them, Thus I did— and thus,— 
Shew them th' unaking fears, which I would hide,.. 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their bieath only—— 

Men. Do not (land upon t :• 
"We recommend, t'ye, Tribunes of the people, 
Gur purpofe to them ; and to our Noble Confull 
Wilh we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

\FlouriJh Cornet. Then exeunt* 

Manent Sicinius and Brutus, 

Bru* You fee how he intends to ufe the people. 

Sic* May they perceive's intent! he will require them* 
As if he did contemn what he requeued 
Should be in them to give. 
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Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here : on th' market-place 
1 know they do attend us. 

SCENE VII. Changes to the Forum. - 

. F titer /even ar eight citizens* 

1 Cit. Once, * if he do require our voices, we ought 
not to deny him, 

2 Cit We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 Cit We have power in ourfelves to do it, but it is 
a power that we have no power to do; for if he (hew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deids, we are to put our 
tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them : fo, if 
he tells us his noble deeds, we mud alfo tell him our 
noble acceptance of them, Ingratitude is monftrous ; 
and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a 
monfter of the multitude; of the which, we being mem* 
bers, fhould bring oufelves to be monftrous members, 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ferve : for once, when we ftood up about the 
coi n, he himielf (luck not to call us the many-headed 
n:on(ler. 

3 Cit* ^We have been calt'd fo of many ; not that our 
heads are fome bro *rn, fome black, fome auburn, fome 
bald ; but that our wits are fo : diverfely coloured : and 
truly 1 think, if all our wits were to iffne out of one 
fcull, they wtuld fly eafl, weft, north, fouth • and their 
confent of one direct way would be at once to all points 
o' th' compafs. 

. 2 Cit. Think you fo? which way do you judge my 
wit would fly ? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as another 
man's will, Ms ftrcngly. wedg'd u\\ in a blockhead ; but 
il it weie at liberty, "'twould, fure, loutl ward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. " Tolofeitfelf tn a fog; where, being three 
• € parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth woukl 
•« return for confeience fake, to help to get thee a wire. 

2 Cit, You are never without your tricks yea 

may, ycu may 

• Cncf t heic means the f.mc as when wc f y, once for atk. 
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3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? but 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it- \ fay» if he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier 
man, 

Enter Coriolanus In a gown, with iMenenius; 

Here he comes, and in the gown of Humility ; mark 
his behaviour: ve are not to ftay all together, but to 
come by him where he (tands, by one's, by two's, and 
by three's. He's to mike his requefts by particulars, 
wherein every one of us has a fmgle honour, in giving^ 
him our own voices with our own tongues : therefore 
follow me, and Til direct you how you fliall go by hi no. 
AH. Content, content. 

Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right ; have you not 
The worthieft men h ive done't I [known* 

Cor. What muft I fay? 

I pray, Sir, plague, upon't, I cannot bring 

My tongue to fuch a pace ! Look, Sir,— my wouods— 
I got them in my country's fervice, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran, 
Fromnoife of our own drums. 

'Men. Oh me, the gods I * 
You muft -not /peak of that ; you muft defile then*. 
Tp think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me I hang 'em. 
I would they would forget me, like, the virtue* 
"Which our divines lofe by 'em. 

Men. You'll mar all. 
I'll leave you, pray you fpeak to 'em, I pray you, 
In wholefome manner. 

Two Citizens approach* 

Cor, Bid them walk their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean — So, here comes a brace. 
You know the caufe, Sirs, of my (landing here. 

1 Cit. We do, Sir ; tell us what hath brought you to't* 
Cor* Mine own defert. 

2 Cit. Your awn defeat I 
Cor. Ay, not mine own deiire. 

i Cit. How ! not your own defire ? 
Cor. o, Sir, 'twas rcver my defire yet to trouble. 
ths poor with begging. 
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1 Cit. You mull think, if we give you ar y thing, we 
hope to gain by you. 

Cor, Well then, I pray your price o' th* confulfhip? 

1 Cit. The price is, to a(k it kindly. 

Cqr. Kindly, Sir, I pray let me ha t : I have wouads 
to (hew you," which (hall be your's in private. Your 
good voice, Sir ; what fay you ? v 

2 Cit. You ftraU ha't, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A match, Sir ; there's in all two worthy voices 
begg'd. 1 have your alms, adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is fomething odd, 

2 Cit. An 'twere to give again ; — but 'tis no matter. 

[Exeunt • 

Two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune of 
your voices that 1 may be Conful, I have here the 
cuftomary gown. 

1 Cit. You have defer ved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deierved nobly. 

Car. Your aenigma,— - 

1 Cit. You have been a fcourge to her enemies ; yom 
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not indeed 
loved the common people; 

Cor You mould account me the more virtuous, that I 
have not been common in my love. But I will, Sir, flat- 
ter my fwoin brother the people, to earn a dearer efti- 
01 at ion of them ; for 'tis a condition they account gen- 
tle : and iince the wifdom of their choice h rather to have 
my cap than my heart, I will pra&ife the inficuating 
nod, and be off to them aioft counterfeitly ; that is, Sir, 
Twill counterfeit the bewitchment ot fome popular man, 
and. give it bountifully to the defiiers: therefore befeech 
you, 1 may be Conful. 

2 Cit. V e hope to find you our friend ; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily, 

1 Cit. You have receiv'd many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. i will noj fcal your knowledge with (hewing 
them. 1 will make much of your voices, and lb trou- 
ble you no iurther. 

B-otb. The gods give you joy, Sir, heartily ! [Exeunt % 
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Cor. Mofl fweet voices- > 

Better it is to die, better to ftarve, 

Than crave the hire which firft we do deferve. * 

Three Citizens more. 

Here comes more voices. 
Your voices — — for your voices I havefoughr, 
WatchM tor your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and oiJd : battles thrice fix 
I've feen, and heard of : for your voices have 

Done many things, fome iefs, fome more : —-your 

Indeed I would be Conful. [voices:—— 

1 Ciu He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honeft man's voice. 

2 Ciu Therefore let him be Conful, the gods give 
lim joy, and make him a good friend to the people. 

AIL Amen, amen. God fave thee, Noble Corrfil ! 

* \Exeunt. 

Cor. Worthy voices 1 

Enter Mencnius, with Brutus and Sicfnius. 

Men You've flood your limitation : and the Tribunes 
Endue you with the people's voice. Remains, 
That in th' official marks invefted, you 
Anon do meet the fenate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The cuilora of requeft you have difcharg'd : 
The people do admit you, and are fummon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where ? at the fenate-houfe i 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 

* ■■ >—-we do defcrve. 
"Why in this woolvifh gown lhould I ftand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needlef* voucher ? Cuttom calls me to'r ■ -<» 
What Cuftom wiils in all tlrngs, (h h*U we do't, 
The dud on ?ntique time would lie urfuept. 
And mountainous error be too highly heap'd, 
For truth to o'er-peer— ~ — - - Rati er than fool it fb, 
Let the h ; gh cilice and the honour go 
To one that would dc thu&. — - 1 am half through; 
The one part fuffcr'd, the other will 1 do. 

Three Cilizcns, &c. 
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Cor. May I change thefe garments ? 
Sic. You may, Sir. 

Cor. That HI (iraight do : and, knowing my felf a- 
Eepair to th' fenate houfe. [gain* 
Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along ? 
Bru, We (lay here^or the people. 
Sic t Fare you well. [Exeunt Coriol. and Men, 

SCENE VIH. 

He has it now, and by his looks methinks 
*Tis warm at's heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble weeds. Will you difmifs the people? 

Ente-r Plebeians. 

Sic. How now, my matters ? have you chofe this fnan ? 

j Cit. He has our voice*, Sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods he may deferve your loves I 

2 Cit. Amen, Sir ; to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when hebegg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly he flouted us down-right. 

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us. 

2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave yourfelf, but fays 
He us'd us fcornfully : he ftiould have fhew'd us 
His marks of merit', wounds receiv'd for's country. 

Sic. Why, fo he did, I am fure. 
Jill, No, no man faw 'em. 

g Cit. He laid, he'd wounds, which he could (hew in 
And with his cap, thus waving it in fcorn, [private ; 
I would be Coniul, fays he : aged cuftom, 
But by your voices, will not fo permit me ; 
Your voices therefore : when we granted that, 

Here was -I thank you for your voices thank 

you — ■ * 

Your moft fweet voices- — now you have left your 
voices, 

1 have nothing further with you. Wa Vt this mockery? 

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to fee't ? 
Or, ieeing it, of fuch chilJilh fnendlinefs 
To yield your voices ? 

Btu Could you not have told him 
As you were icffon'd? When he had no power, 

Vol. VI. Ff f 
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But was a petty ftrvant to the date, 
He was your enemy ; ftill fpake againft. 
Your liberties, and charters that you bear 
I* th* body of the weal : and now arriving 
.At place of potency, and fway <t th* ftate, 
If he fhould dill malignantly remain 
Faftfoe to the Plebeians, your voices might 
Be curfes to yourfelves. You fhould have faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no left 
Than what he flood for ; fo< bis gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranflate his malice tow'rds you. into bve, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have faid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his fpirit, 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluck ? d 
Either his gracious promtfe, vrfiich you might, 
As caufe iiad calTd you up,- W\re held, him to ; 
Or elfe it would have gaU'd his furly nature ; 
Which eafily endures not article, 
Tying him to aught ; fo putting Jbim to rage, 
You fhould have ta'en th' advantage of his choler, 
And pafs'd him unele&ed* 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did folicic you in free contempt. 
When he did need you* loves? and do you think, 
That his contempt fhall not be. bruifing to you, 
When he hath power to crufh ! Why, hrad your bodies 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues, to cry 
Againft the reclorfhip of judgment ? 

Sic. Have you 
Ere now deny'd tbeafker? and now again. 
Ojb him that did not afk* but mock, beftbw 
Your iu'd-for tongues? 

3 Cit. He's not confirmM, we may. deny hi o» yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 
I'll have five hundred voices of that found. 

I Cit* i> twice five hundred,, and their friends to 
piece 'em, 

Bru* Get you hence inftantly, and. tell thdfe frbndsj 
They've chofe a Consul ibajt will from thtm-takt 
Their libettje&j make them of no more voice 
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Than dogrt&at are as often beat for barlyng, 
As therefore kept to do fo. ' 

Sic Let them aifemble ; 
And on a fafer judgment all revoke 
Your ignorance leoioa: inforce his pride, 
And his old hate to ymi : befides, forget not 
With whatcontempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his fuit he fcorn'd you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his fervices, took from you 
The apprehenfion of his prefent portance ; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
After th' inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that 
We labour'd, no impediment between, 
But that you -mull caft your election on him. 

SU\ Say you chofe him more after our commandment* 
Than guided by ,yQur owlfcife&ions ; 
And that youT'mincta, preoccupied with what 
You rather rauft db, than what yot>'{nould do, 
Made you a^ainft the grain to voice him CorifuU 
Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, fpare us nat : fay we readleaures to you, 
How youngly he began to ferve his country, 
How long continued ; and what ftock he fprings of, 
?the itoble hroufe of Marcms ; from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, lama's daughter's fon ; 
Who, .after great Hoftilius, here was King : 
Of the lame noufe Publius and Quiotus were, 
That our heft water brought by conduits hither. 
And Cenforinns, darling of the people, 
(*pd nobly nam'd fo for twice being Cenfor), 
Was his great anceftor *. 1 

&ic. One thus defcended, 
Yhat hath befide well in his perTon wrought 
To be fet high in place, we did commend 

• Plutarch, 10 his account of ihe Mardan familv, enumerates the 
feyeral great men who had fpnmg from it; in which lift ftand Pu. 
Mius Maruus and <^t*s Mircius. at>d Cenforinus : *ho, though 
they lived before Pint*** came ate Qmolanus. Shifcefpear there- 
fore, by copying Plutarch too dofcly and hafliiy, hath fcllen into 
his inadvertency o£ making a cotemporary with Coriolanus mention 
the men who lived long after him. 

^ f 2 
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To your remembrances ; but you have found. 
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't 
(Haip on that ftill) but by our ptttbg on ; 
And presently, when you have, drawn your number, 
Repair to th' Capitol. 

All. We will lb ; almoft all repent in their election. 



Bru. Let them go on : 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
T Uan. Hay paft doubt for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwec 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To th' Capitol, come 5 
We will be there before the ftream o* th* people : 
And this (hall fecm, as partly 'tis, their own,. 
>Yhich we have goaded onward, ^ [Exeunk 

K G T III. SCENE U 

A public Jlreet in Rome.. 

Garnets* Enter Coriolanu*, Menenius, Cominius, Ti- 
tus Lartius, and other Senators* 

Cor. r T > Ullus Aufidius then had made new head. 



A Lart. He had, my Lord ; and that it was, 
Our fwifter compofition. ' [which caus'd 

Cor. So then the Volfcians ftand but as at firft, 
Ready, when time mail prompt them, to make 'road 
Upon's again. 

Co?ui They're worn, Lord Conful, fo $ 
That we mall hardly in our ages' fee. 
Their banners wave again. 
Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On fafeguard he came to me, and did curfe 
Againft the Volfcians, for they had fo vilely. 
Yielded the town. He is retir'd to Antium., 

Cor. Spoke be of me ? 

Lart. Hcdidy my Lord. 



[Exeunt Plebeians. 
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Cor. How ? -what ? ■ 

Lart. How often he had met you, fword to fword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your perfon moft : that he would pawn his fortune* 
To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might 
Be call'd your vanquifher. 

Cor. At Antiura lives he ? 

Lart At Antium. 

Cor. I wifh I had a caufe to feek him there ; 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome horae- 

[To Lartiur. 

Enttr Siciniufi and Brutus. 

Behold ! thefe are the Tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o' th* common mouth: I do defpifa thetny 

For they do prank them in authority 

Againtt all noble fufFerance. 

Sic. Pafs no further. 

Cor. Hah ! ■ what is that ! 

Br u. It will be dangerous to go on— —no further. 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter ? 

£*w,Hath he not pa&'d the Nobles and the Commons? 

Bra, Comtnius, no 

Cor. Have I had childrens' voices? 

Sen. Tribunes, give way , he lhall to th' market-place. 

Bru» The people are incens'd againft him> 

Sic. Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are thefe your herd ? 
Muft thefe have voices, that can yield them now, [ces ? 
And ftraight difclaim their tongues ? What are your offi- 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not fet thein on ? 

Men Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the Nobility: 
SufFer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bru Cali't not a plot ; 
The people cry, you mock'd them ; and of late, 
When coin Was given them gratis , you ie\>in'd 
Ffj 
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ScandaPd the fuppliants for the people; calKd them, 
Time-pleafers, batterers, foes to noblenefs. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru Not to them all. 

Cor. Have^ you informed them fince ?. 

Bru. How ! I inform them ! 

Cor. You are like to dofuch.bufinefs. 

Bru. Not unlike, each way,, to better you r/s. 

Cor. Why then fbouftl 1 be Conful ? by yond cloudy 
Let me deferve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow- tribune-. 

«S/V. You. (hew too much of that, 
For which the, people ftir ; if you will* pa fs 
To where you're bound, you. muft inquire your waf 
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit j 
Or never be fo noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoke with him for Tribune.. 

Men. Let's be calm. 

Com* The people are abus'd, fet on ;— - this- 

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus [paltring' 
% Deibrv'd this fo drfhonour'd rub, laid falfely. 
1' th* plain way of his merit- 

Cor. Tell me of corn 1 
This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak't again ■■ ■ ■ - 

Men* Not now, not now. 

S*n. Not in this hear, Sir, now. 

Ckr. Now, as 1 live, I will ■ — 

As lor my nobler friends, I crave their pardons-:: 

But for the mutable rank-fcented many, 

Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 

And there behold themfelves. I fay again, 

In foothing them, we nourilh 'gainft our fenate 

The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition, 

Which weourfelves haveplow.'d for, fow'd, and fcatterM* 

By mingling them with us, the honoured number; 

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that. 

Which we have given to beggars. 

Men, Well, no more- 

Sen. No more words, we beleech you— — 

Cor. How ! no more ! 

As for my country I have (bed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force \ fo fhail my lungs 
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Ccin words till their decay, againfl: thofe meafles, 
Which we difdain mould tetter us, yet feek 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You fpeak o' th' people, as you were a god- 
To puni(h> not a man of their infirmity. 

Sic. 'T were well we let the people know't. 

Men. What, what ! his choler ? 

Cor. Choier ! were I as patient as the midnight- flecpi, 
By Jove, 'twould be my mind* 

Sic. It is a mind • 
That fhall remain a poifon where it is* 
Not poifon any further.. 

Cor* Shall remain ? 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark yoa . 
HisabfoluteTW//* 

Com. 'Twas from the canon* 

Cor. Shall!: 
O good, but mod unwife Patricians, why, 
You grave, but recklefs Senators, have you thu# 
Given Hydra here to chufe an officer, 
That wiib his peremptory.^//, being but 
" The horn and noife o' th* monfters, wants not fpirifc 
To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch,. * 
And make your channel his? If he hath power,, 
Then vail your ignorance * ; if none, awake. 
Your dangerous lenity; if you are learned,, 
Ee not as common fools if you are not, 
Let them have cuthions by you. You're Plebeians^ 
If they be Senators ; and they are no left, 
When, both your voices blended, the great'ft tafte 
Moll palates theirs. They chufe their magiftrate !: 
And fuch a one as he, who puts his JhaU % 
His popular fliall, againft a graver bench 
Then ever frown'd in Greece J- ! 13y Jove himfelfc 
It makes the Confuls bafe ; *« and. my foul akes, 
«« To know, when two nuthorities arc up, 
«« Neither fupreme., how, foon confulion 
«* May enter 'twixt the gap of ooth, and take? 
" The one by th* other. 

Com. Well On to th* market-place. 

* ignorance, for impotence ; becaufe it mak^s impotent* 
fie. that ever projefod or executed laws. 
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Cor. Whoever gave that counfel, to give forth 
The corn o' th' ftorehoufe, gratis t as 'twas us'd 
Sometime in Creece 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the people had more abfolute 
I fay, they nourilVd difobedicnce, fed [power y 

The ruin of the ftate.' 

Bru. Why (hall the people give 
One that fpcalcs thus their voice f 

Cor. 1*11 give my reafons, 
More worthy than their voice. They know, the cora 
Was not their recompence; reding afTur'd, 
7 hey ne'er did fervice for't ; being prefs'd to th' war r 
Even when the navel of the ftate was touch'd, 
They would not thread the gates : this kind of fervice 
Did not deferve corn gratis : being V th' war, 
Their mutinies and levolts, wherein they thew'd 
Moft valour, fpoke not for them. Th* atcufationi 
Which they have often made againft the fenate, 
All caufe unborn, could never be the native * 
Of our fo frank donation. W«H, what then ? 
How fhall this boibm. multiplied digeft 
The fenate's courtefy ? let deeds exprefs, 

What's like to be their words We di} requtji tl — — 

tVc are the greater foih % and in true fear 
Xhey gave us cur demands —Thus we debafe 
The nature of our feats, and make the rabble 
Gal! our cares, fears ; whi.h will in time break ope 
The locks o' th' fenate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles,——— 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over meafure; 

Ccr. No, take more ; 
What may be fworn by. Both divine and human 

Seal what I end withal ! This double worftiip, 

Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other 

Infult without all reafon ; whece gentry, title, wiidom, 

Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 

Of gen'ral ignorance, it mutt omit' 

Keal necefilties, and give way the white 

T' unliable /lighrnefs ; [puipofe fo barr'd, it follows,, 

• nttive, for natui til birth. 
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Nothing Is done to purpofe}.* Therefore befeech you, 
(You that will be lefs fearful than didreet \ 
That love the fundamental part of itate 
More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wifii 
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyfic, 
That's Aire of death without), at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The iweet which is their poilbn. Your difhonour 
Mangle^ true judgment f, and bereaves the ftatc 
Of that integrity which ihould become % it ; 
Not having power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which doth controul it. 
Bru, H 'as laid enough. 

57V. H as ipoken like a traitor, and (hall anfwer 
As traitors do, 

Cor. Thou wretch ! defpight o'erwhelm thee !— — 
What mould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes? 
6n whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench. In a rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what mult be, was law* 
Then were they chofen; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet be faid, it muft be law> 
And throw their power i* th* duft. 

Bru* Manifeft treafon ■ ■ 

Sic. This a Conful ? no. 

Bru. The MdWes, ho I let him be apprehended. 

k&diles enter* 

Sic* Go, call the people, in whole name mylelf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator ; 
A foe to th' public weal. Obey, 1 charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. [Laying hold on Coriolanu*. 

Ccr* Hence, old goat! 

AIL We'll furety him. 

Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off, % 

Con Hence, rotten thing, or I fliall (hake thy boaes. 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help m£, citizens. 

* This fecms to be ff>iark>u§* 
t judgment t for government* 
\ beanie^ for adorn* 
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SCENE II. 

Enter a rabble of Plebeians, with the JEdilei. 

Men. On both fides, more refpect 

Sic, Here's he that would take from you all your 

power. 
Bru. Seize him, JEd'Acs. 
AIL Down with him, down with him ! 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

[They all huflle about Cortolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, citizens — what ho ! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, CorioJanus, citizens ! r 
Ail Peace, peace, . peace ; flay, hold, peace! 
Men. What is about to be ? — 1 am out of breath ; 

Conf«fion's aear, I cannot (peak, you Tribunes, 

Coriolanus, patience; fpeak, Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people peace* 

.All* Let's l hear our Tribunes; peace; fpeak, fpta^, 
fpeak. 

Sic. You are at point to Iofe* your liberties. 
Marctus would have all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Confol. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie. 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

Sen. To unbuild therity, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. W hat is the city, but the people I 

Alt* True, the people are the cicy. 

Bru. By the confent of all, we were cftabliih'4 
The people's roagiftrates. 

All. You fo remain. 

Men* And fo are like to do. 
. Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diftin&Iy ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. Thisdeferves death. 

Bru. Or let us ftand to our authority, 
Cr let us lofe it ; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o' th J people, in whofe power 
We were eie&ed theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of prefent death. 

Sic. 1 herefore lay hold on him ; 
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Bear him to th* rock Tarpeiari, and from thence 
Into dsftruclion caft him. 

Bru. iEdiles, feize him. 

Ml Pie. Yield. Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word ; 'befeech you, Tribunes, 
hear me but a word. ■ 

JEdtles. Peace, peace. 

Men. Bfr that you feem, truly your country's friends, 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 

Bru. Sir, thole cold ways 
That feem like prudent helps, are very ppifonouv 
Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands on him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No; I'll die here, f Coriolamus draws lis /word* 
There's fome among you have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, try upon yourfelves, what you have feen me. 

Men. Down with that iword ; Tribunes, withdraw 
a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help, Marcius, help— - you that be noble, 
help him young and old. 

All. Down with him, down with him. 

[In this mutiny , the Tributes, the MdHes, and the 
people, are beat in. 

SCENE III. 

Men.' Go, get you to your hotife ; begone, away, 
Ail wiH be nought elfe. 
, 3 Sen* Let you gone. 

Cor. Stand fa ft, we have as. many friends as enemies* 
Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
Sen. The gods forbid'! 
I pr'ythee, noble frtefcd, home to thy houfe, 
Leave us to cure this caufe* 

Men. For 'tis a lore 
You cannot tent yourfelf ; begone, 'befeech you. 



Men. 1 wotikMhey were Barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rcme littered) ; not Rortarrs, (as they are 



Com. Lome, bir, along with us 
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^ On* time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men. 1 could myfell take up a brace o' th* bell of 
them; yea, the two Tribunes, 

C§m. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic ; 
And manhood is call'd fooiVy, when it ftands 
Againft a falling fabriek. Will you hence, 
Before the, tap: return, whofe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you be gone. 
I'll try if my old wit be in requeft 
With thole that have but little j this muft be patch'd 
'With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Gome, away* 

^Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius* 

SCENE IV. 

1 Sen. This man has marr'd his fortune. 
Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 

■ €c He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
44 Or Jove for's power to thunder. His heart's his 
mouth : 

*« ,What his breaft forges, that his tongue muft vent; 
«« And, being angry, does forget that ever 
" He heard the name of death. [A noife within* 

.Here's goodly work. 

2 Sen. I would they were a bed. 

Men. I would they were in Tiber. - What, the 
Could he not fpeak 'em fair ? [vengeance, 

Enter brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again. 

Sic. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man him felt ? 

Men. You worthy Tribunes— 

Sic. He fhall be thrown down the Tarpetan rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath refilled law, 
And therefore law ihall fcorn him further trial 
Than the feverity of public power, 
W hiclj he fo fets at nought. 

1 6/7. He (hall well know, the noble Tribunes arc 
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The people's mouths, and we their hands. 
j41L He fliall, be fore on't* 
Men Sir, Sir, 
Sic. Peace. 

Men* Do not cry havook^tvherc ydulhouldbat hunt 
With modeft warrant. 

Sic, Sir, how comes it you 
Have holp to make4his refcue ? 

Men Hear me fpeak, 
As I do know the Conful's worthiriefs, 
So can I name his faults 

Sic Conful ! whatConful! 

Men, The Conful Coriolanus* 

Bru. He Conful ! — 

AIL No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the Tribunes' leave, and yours, "good 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word dr two ; (jPeople, 
The which (hall turn you to no further harm, 
"than fo much lofs of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then, 
^For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous traitor. To eject him hence, 
Were but our danger ; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death: therefore it is decreed, 
'He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the ]£Oodgods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whole gratitude 
Tow Yds her deferving children is in roll 'd 
-In Jove's own book, like an tmnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He's a diieafe that muft be cut away. 

Men. Oh, he's but a limb that has difeafe ! 
Mortal, -to cut it off ; to cure it, eafy 
What has he done to Rome that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies, tlie blood he hath loft 
(Which i dare vouch is more than that he hath 
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his country; 
And what is left, to lofe it by his country, 
Were to us all that do't, and fuffer it, 
A brand to th* end o % th» world. 
Sic i^his is clean kam. 

Bru Merely awry. When he did love his toimtry, 
Vol. VI. G g , t * 
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It bonour'd him. 

Sic. The fervice of the foot 
"Being once gangren'd, it is not then refpe&ed 
For what before it was. 

Mru. We'll hear no more. 
Turfue him to his noufe, and pluck him thence ; 
.Left his infedion, being of catching nature, 
Spread farther. 

Men. One word more, one word. 
This tiger-footed rage, when it (hall find 
The harm of unfeann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late,) 
Tie leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by procefe, 
Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out* 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 

Jffra. If 'twere fo- • 

Sic. What do ye talk? 
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience, 
Our jEdiles fmote, ourfelves refitted ? Come— 

Men. Confider this: he hath been bred i' th* wars. 
Since he could draw a fword, and is ill-fchool'd 
In boulted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without diftin&ion. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he (hall anfwer by a lawful form, 
In peace, to his utmoft peril. 

i Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the humane way : the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning' 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 
Be you then, as the people's officer. 
Matters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the Forum ; we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, well proceed 
In our fir ft way. 

Men. I'll bring him to you. 
Let rocdefire your company; he muft come, 

[To the Senator /♦ 

Or what is worfe will follow. 

l Sen* Pray, let's to hioa. [Extum* 
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SCENE V. Changes to Coriolanus % s hou/e. 

Enter Coriolanus, with Nobles. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears, prefent mer 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes heels, 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beam of fight j yet will 1 ftill 
Be thus to them* 

Enter Volumnia f 

Noll. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I mufe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vaflals, things created 
To buy and fell with groats ; to lhew bare heads 
In congregations; yawn, be ft ill,' and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance ftood up 
To fpeak of peace or war. (I talk of you) * 

[To his mother^ 
Why did you wlfli tne milder ? wouM you have m$ 
Falfe to my nature ? rather fay> I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Str,- 
I would have had you put your power welTonv* 
Before y6u had worn it out. 

Cor. Let it go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are* 
With driving lefs to be foi LefTer had been 
1 he thwartihgs of your difpolition, if ' 
You had not lbew^d them how you were difpos'd- 
Ere they lack'd power to crofs you* 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol* Ay, and burn too; 

Enter Meacnius, with the Senators* 

Men, Come, come, you've been too rough, fome* 
thing too rough : 
You rauft return, and mend \u 

Sen. There's no remedy, 
Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good chj^ 
Cleave in the midfl:, and periih. 

G gx 
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Vol. Pray, be counfclTd. 
I have a heart as little apt as your's, 
But yet a brain that leads my ufe- of anger 
Xo better, vantage. 

Men. Well faid, Noble woman* 
Before he (hould thus (loop to4h* herd, but that 
The violent fi;o , "th' times craves it as phytic 
Eor the whole (late, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can fcarcely bear. 

Cor, Whatmuft I do? 

fi/Len> Return to th* Tribunes, 

Cor. Well, what then ? what then** 

Men Repent what you have fpoke. 

Cor. FoK.tb$ni ? 1 cannot do it for the god** 

Mud i then do*t to them I 

Vol You are too absolute, 
Tho' thereinjou can never be too noble, 
But when extremities fpeak. I've heard you fay* 
€t Honour and policy, like unfever'd friends, 

J» tl\' war do-grow together : grant that, and tell mft 
" Ifl PVcCa what each of them by th' other lofes, f 
" That they combine: not thejee J 

Cor.. Tuft, tufli - 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it behpnour iajpur wars, tofeenv 
The fame you are not, which for your bed ends 
You call your policy : how is't lefs or worfe 
TJiat^t ihaU hold corapanionftiip in peace 
With honour, as in war ; fince that to both 
Jt (lands in Iikerequeft? ^ 

Cor. Why. force you this ? 

Vol. Becaufe it lies on you to fpeak to th' people, r 
Not by your own inftruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch wocd* 
But roated on your tongue ; baftards, and fyllablcs 
Of no allowance, to yoik bofom's twith. 
Now, this no more diftionours you at all, * 
Than to take ina*town with gentle words, 
Which elfe would put you, to your fortune, and 
7 he hazard of much blood* 
1-woulJ diflemblewith my nature, where 
Mj foxtuns* and iy friends at (lake, reauir*<L 
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I (hould do fo So honour. I am in this 

Your wife, your fon, thefe Senators, the Nobles.—* 

And you will rather (hew our general lowts 

How you can frown, then fpend a fawn upon 'em, 

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard 

Of what that want might ruin ! 

Men. Noble Lady ! 
Gome, go with us, (peak fair: you may falve fo * 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs- 
Of what is paft. 

VoU I pr'ythee now, my fpn, 
«• Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
«• And thus far having ftretch'd it, (here be with them) 
«« Thy knee buffing the (tones ; (for in fuch bufmefs 
«* Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
«« More learned than the ears) ; waving thy. hand 
«* Which foften thus, correcting thy ftout hearty 
«• Now humble as the ripeft mulberry, 
" That will not hold the handling : or fay to them,' 
«* Thou art their foldier, and, being bred in broils* 

Haft not the ioft way, which thou doft confefs 
««• Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 
" In afking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
«• Thyfelt(forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far, 
•* As thou haft power and perfon.. 

Men. This but done, 
Ev'n as (he fpeaks, why, all their hearts ware y cur's s - 
For they have pardons, being aik'd, as free,' 
A* words to little purpofc. 

Vol. Pr'ythee now, 
Go and be rul'd j altho' I know thou'dft rather * 
"--Follow thine enemy m afireygulph- 
•r Than flatter him in a bower. 

EnUr Cominias. 

Here is Cominius. 

Com. I've been i' th' market-place, and, Sir, 'tis it* ? 
You have ftrong party, or defend yourfelf 
By calmnefs, or by abfence : all's in angej. - 

Men. Only fair fpeecb. 

Com. I think 'twill ferve, if he 
Can thereto frame his fpirit. 
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Vol. He muft and will; 
Pr'ythee now, faj you willy ancj go about it/ 

Cor* Maft I go.fhew them my unbarbed fconcc ?' 
Madmy bafe tongue give to my .noble heart- 
A lye* that it muS bear ? Well, I witt tlo'fc; 
Yet were there' buc this fingle plot • to lofe, 
This mould of Marcius, they to duty mould grind if, 
And thr,ow't a gain ft the win^l. To th* market-place 5 
You've put me now to fuch a part, which: never 
1 ihall difcharge to the life. 

Com. Come* come, we'Uprorapt you. 

Vol. Ay % pr'ythee now, fwcet fon :" as thou haft faid^, 
My praifes made thee fiv'ft a foldier : fo t , 
To have my praije. for this, perform a part . 
Thou haft not done before^ 

Cor. WeU, Imuftdo't. 
« Away, my difpofition, and poflefs me ; 
« Som&.harlotYfpirit I my throat of war be turo'd/.. 
« Whic.h quired with my drum, intp a pipe., 
' Small as an eunuch's, or the virgin voice 

* That babies lulls a fleep ! the fmiles of knaves 

* Tent in my cheeks, and Tchoolboys' tears take, up > 

* The glaifes of my fight 1 a beggar's tongue 

* Make motion through my Hps, and my arm'd kneev, 

* Which bow'd but in my ftirrup, bend like his 

« That hath receiv'd an alms J — I will not dp't,— ? - 
4 Left 1 furceafe to honour mine own truth, 
*-A»d, by my body's action, teach my mind, ^ 
« A.moft inherent bafenefs*. 

V?l. ** At thy .choice then. 
" To beg ot thee, it is my more difhonour, r 
•« Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
w Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
«« Thy dangeious ftoutnefs; for I mock at death - 
«« With as. big heart, as thojjr Dp as thou lift: 
" Thy valuntnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it from, me ;^ 
« But own thy pride thyfelf.. 

6Vr. P«*y, be content." 
Mother, I'm going to the market-plate t 
Chide me no naoi:e* l'U* mountebank their love*j 
^og their hearts from them, and cpme hojnc betov'iL 

J £tcce, jcrtioiw 
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Of all the trades in Rome. Look, ! am going : 
Commend me. to my. wife. Ill return Conful r 
Or never truft to what my tongue can do . 
1 ' t h ' way s>i flattery fur ther* . 

Vol. Do your will. [Fy/V Volumnia^. 

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm . 
Yourfelf to.anfwer r mildJy : for they're prepared 
With accufatibns,- as I hear, more flirong ;> 
Than are upon you yet.- 

€qr. The word. is, mildly. Pray you, let us;go>>. 

Let them accufe .me by invention j I . 
"Will anfwe? in .mine honour. . 

Men. Ay, bufcmildly. 

Cor,. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. — \Excunte. 

S ,U E N E. VI. Changes to the Forum*. 

Enter Sicinius and. Brutus., 

Bru. In this point charge Jiim home,, that he affe&fcs 
Tyrannic ppwoc.: if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy JtQ the people, „ 
And that the ipoil got on the Antiates, _ 
Was. ne'er diftributed* What, will he come.i ; 

Enter an JEAilQ^. 

JEd. He's coming.- 

£ru* How accompanied? A 

JEd. v\ ith old Menenius, and thofe Senator* 5 
That always favour'd h»m .„ 

Sic, Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd*', 
S# down by th' ..poll f . 

JEd.. 1 have; , # tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes i ' 

JEd. 1 have. • 

Sic. Affemblcprefently the people hither, 
And, when they hear me lay,, It ihall be fo, 
I'.th* right and ftrengtho'.th Commons ; (be it either 
For death, for fine, or.baniftiment), then let them, , 
If i lay Fine, cry Fine $ if Death , cry Deuthj , 
iDffifting on the ol J prerogative 
Afld power i' .th' truth o* th' caufe* 
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JEd* I will inform them. 

Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to -cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus'd 
loforce the prefent execution 
Of what we chance to fentence. 

Md. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be^ftrongand ready ibr this hint* , 
When we (hall hap, to give't them. 

Bru* Go about it. [Exit JEdilez 

Put him to choler ftraight; he hathrbeen.us'd . 
Even to conquer, and to have his word 
Off contradiction*. Being once chai'd, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temp'rance ; then he fpeaks 
What's in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us ~* to break his neck. 

£>r/;r Cortolanus, Menenras, and Cominius, others. 

Sic* Well; here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do befeech youy 

Cor* Ay, as an hoftler, that for the pooreft piece 

Will bear the knave by th' volume : The honoured 

Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of jultice f go<A» 
Supply with worthy men, plant Jove amongft you, 
Throng our large temples with the Ihcws of peace, . 
And not our greets with war 1 

x Sen. Amen, amenj 

Men. A noble wtfh. 

Enter the Mdile % isnth the Plebeians v . 

Sic. J>raw near, ye people, 

J£d. Lhl to your. Tribunes: audience % 
V eace, I fey, . 

Cor. Firft/ hear me fpeak. 

Both TrL Weil, lay. Peace, ho. 

Cor Shall 1 be chared no farther than this pfefent i ; 
Mud ail determine here ? . 

Sic. I do demand, 
If you fubmit/you tbthe people's voices, ( 
Allow their officers; ' Snd are content 
To fuffer lawful -centime for Juch faults * 
As ftiall be proved upbtT*you V: 

• A familiar phrauc ofrthat tiincj tigxiiffmg works Tvttb 
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Cor. I am content* 

Men. Lo, Citizens, be fays, he is content. 
The warlike fervice he has done, confider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which (hevr 
Like graves i' th' holy church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, fears to move laughter 
only. 

Men. Confider further, 
That when he f peaks not like a citizen, 
You find him like a foldier ; do not cake 
His rougher accents for malicious founds % 
But, as I fay, fuch as become a foldier, 
Rather than envy, you— — 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
That being pais'd for Conful with full voice, 
I'm fo diihonqur'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again I 

Sic. Anfwer to us. 

Cor. Say then : 'tis true, I ought fo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contrived tatake 
From Rome all ieaiba'd office, and to wind 
Yourfelf unto a power tyrannical y } 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ? Traitor? 

Men* Nay, temperately : your promife* 

Cor. The fires V th* lowetl heft fold in the people I 
Call me their traitor J thou injurious Tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fat twenty thoufand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay, 
Thou lyelt, unto thee, with a voice as iree. 
As I do pray the gods. 

*S/V. Mark you this, people ? 
. Ail. To th* rock with him. 

Sic. Peace. 
We need not lay new matter to his charge : 
What you. have feeri him do, and hearji him fpe&£, 
Beating your officers, cui fiog yourfelves, 
Oppofing laws with ftrokes, and here defying 
Thole whofe great power mult try bim, even this-, 
$q criminal, and in fuch capital kind, 
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Deferves tV extremeft death. 

Bru. But Gncehe hath 
Serv'd well for Rome 

Cor, What do you prate of fenrice ? 

Bru, I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor You ?— 

Men Is this the promife that you made your mother ? 
Com, Know, 1 pray you 
Cor. I'll know no farther : 
Let thera ponounce the fteep Tarpeian deaths 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with faying, Good morrow* 

Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy'd againft the people ; feek'tng means 
To pluck away their power ; has now at laft 
Giv'n hoftile ftrokes, and that not in the prefence- 
Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters 
That do diftribute it ; in the name o* th* people*. 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(£v*n from this inftant) banifh him our city y 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's gates. V th' people's name* 
I fay, it fhall be fo. 

All, It fhall be fo, it (hall be fo j let him away z 
He's baniOi'd, and it thail be fo. 

Com. Hear me, my matters, and my common friends—- 
Sic He's ientene'd : no more hearing. 
Com. Let me fpeat 
Ithave been Conful, and can (hew for Rome 
Her enemies* marks upon me. 1 do love 
My country's good, With a refpecl more tender*. 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life,. 
My dear wife V eft imate, her womb's increafe,. 
And treasure of my loins : then if I would 
Speak that— — 

Sic. We know your drift. Sfeak what ?; 

jfru* There's jao more to, be laid, bat heJs baniuYd- 
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As enemy to the people and ills country. 
It (hall be fo. 

AIL It ftall be fo, it ihall be fo. 

Cor. " You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate 
*' As reek o' th' rotten fens; whofe loves I prize, 
•« As the deed carcafes of unburied men, 
4C That do corrupt my air : I banifh you. 
** And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
•« Let every feeble rumour fhake your hearts ; 
«« Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan you into defpair ! have the power flill 
«« To banifh your defenders,, till at length 
<« Your ignorance, (which finds not till it feels), 
«« Making but refer vatipn of y our fe lyes, 
«« (Still your own enemies), deliver you, 
«« As mod abated * captives, to fome nation 
•«« That won you without blows ! DefpiGng then, 
For you, the city, thus 1 turn my back. 
There is a world el fe where , • 

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Gominius, and others* 
[The people Jhout t and throw up their caps* 

JEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone 1 

AIL Our enemy is banilh'd ; he is gone ! Hoo ! hoo ! 

Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow w Jtfai 
As be hath follow'd you ; with all defpight 
Give him deferv'd vexation. I*et a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

AIL Come, come ; let's fee him out at the gates % 
come, 

The gods preferve our Noble Tribunes !— come. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Before the gates of Rome. 

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Co- 
mini us, with the young Nobility of Rome. 

Cor.f^ Onto,, leave your tears: a brief farcwel : the 
V> beaft 

• JUted here otrrici the fenfe of fink Mi fimntyti in f t *it and 
mragt % 
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With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage ? " You were us'd 
€ * To fay, Extremity was the trier of fpirfts ; 
€i That common chances common men could bear; 
*' That when the (ea was calm, all boats alike 
«« Shew'd mafterfhip in floating. Fortune's blows, 
** When mod ftruck home, beinggently * warded, 
craves 

« f A noble cuning. You were us'd to load me 
«* With precepts, that would make invincible 
41 The heart that conu'd them. 

Vir. O heaVns 1 O heav'ns ! 

Cor. 'Nay, ipry'tbee, woman ■ ■ 

Vol. Now the red peftilence ftrike all trades in Home, 
And occupations perifli ! 

Cor. What ! what 1 what ! 
I fhall be lov'd, when I am lacVd. Nay, mother, 
Refume that fpirtt, when70U were wont to fay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of his" labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your hufbandfo much fweat. Commius, 
Droop not; adieu : farewel, my wife ! my mother 1 ! 
1*11 do well yet, 4t Thou old and true Menenius, 
*< Thy tears are faker than a younger man's, 
«• And venomous to thine eyes. My fomctime General, 
I've feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld 
Heart-hardning fpeclacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
'Tis fond to wail inevitable ftrokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at 'em. Mother, you wot, 
My hazards ft ill have been your folace ; and 
Believe't not lightly, " (though 1 go alone, 
" Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
" Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than feen), your 
Will, or exceed the common, -or be caught [fan 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My firft f *bn, 
Where will you go ; take good Commius 
With tbee a while ; determine on fome courfe, 
More than a wild expofnre to each chance, 
That ftarts i* th' way before thee. 

• gtnfy % for nobly. 

+ i, t, noWcft, moll cmiocnt of -me** 
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Cor. the gods ! 

Com^ I'll follow thee a month, devife with thee 
Where thoulhalt reft, that thou mayMl hear of tt% 
And we of thee. So, if the time thruft forth 
A caufe for thy repeal, we {halt not fend 
O'er the ▼aft world to feefc a fingle man ; 
And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool 
1' th' abfence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well : 
Thou'ft years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's forfeits, to go rove witfi dne 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me bat out at gate. 
<3omc, my fweet wife, my deareft mother, and 
My friends of noble touch * : when \ am forth, 
Bid me farewell, andfmile. J >p ray you, come. 
While i remain above the ground, you (ball 
Hear from me (till, and never of me^aughc 
But what is like me formerly* 

Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep. 
*f I could (hake off but one feveu years 
from thefe old arms, and legs, hy the good gods • 
I'd. with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give, me thy hand. [Exsttnt. 

SCENE 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the ^Sdile. 

Sh. Bid them all home, he^s gone ; and we'll ttb&u* 
YexM are the Nobles, who, we fee, have tided £the*, 

in his behalf. 

_2?r». Now we have (hewn our powe*> 
ILet us feem humbler after it is4dfte, 
Than when it was a-doing^ 

S)c. Bid them home ; 
$*y, their great en envy U gone, and they 
Stand in their aneient (Vrength. 

Sru. Diimifs them homev ^ 
Here comes his mother* 1 v! ' 

•it of true metal uiully^ * \ Ittet^or fc^ch from trjtofc 
tgotd on the toacbftone« 

Vol.. ""Uh ' f 
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£/7/fr Volumnla, Virgilia, and Menenius. 

Sic. Let's not meet her. 
Bru, Why? 

Sic. They fay fbe's mad. 

Btu. They have ta'en note of us : keep on your -way. 

Vcl. Oh, y'are well met : 
The hoorded plague o' th' gods requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peaces be not fo loud. 

V ol. If that 1 could for weeping, you fhould hear- 
say, and you (hall hear fome. Will you be gone? 

You (hall ftay too. * \To Vir. 

Vir. 1 Would I had the power 
To fay fo to my hufband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool: is thaft a fbdme? note but this. fool. 
Was not a man my father ?. hadft thou foxihip 
To bamfti him thatftruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou had fpoken words ■ 

Sic. Oh blcflcd.heav'ns ! 

Vol. More noble blows than ever thou wife words, 
JVnd for Ro toe's good-— I'll tell thee what— yet go — 
Kay, but thou lhalt ftay too— *— — I would >my foa 
Were in Arabia, and thy trifchefoffchim,. . 
Hk good fword in his hand. 

Sic. What tjjen? ! T .3 i 

Vir. What then ? he'd make an end of thy pofterity. 

Vol. Baflards, and all. 
Good naan, the wounds that he*dojes bear for Rome 2 

Mtn. ^ome^ come,. peace,. ,. ; , > ; . » 

Sic. 1 would he had continued to his country 
As he began, andnpc -tf&katt hipafelf? . 
The noble knot he made. ;,':•< ! 

Bru. I would he had ! , « 

Vol. I would he had! ^Twa* you inceus'd the 

Cats, thatcan^jtfdgfcasja^ly; p£ his worth, .[rabble: 
As 1 can of thofe myfterjefc w&icji iHeav'a . , 
Will not have Earth to knowp , { « /rj } . , . r . t v , . 
, Bru. Pray let us go. ,i.r • v ; . o. . .. 

, JV. Now, ,pray> Sir, get you gone. 
You Ve done a^bra VeMeed. fere'yiu 3$ 'hear this : 
^ #1 &r as doih the Capitol exceed 
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* The mearieft hbufe in Rome ; fo far my fon, 
This lady's hufband here, this (do you fee) 
Whom you have banifVd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you^ 

Sic. Why ftay you to be baited 
With one that wants her wit9 ? [Exeunt Triton*** 

Vol, Take my prayers with you, 
I wifli the gods had nothing elle to do, 
But to confirm ray curfes ! Could i meet 'en* 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to't. 

Men, You've told them home, 
And, hy my troth, have catife. You'll fup with me r* 

Vol. Anger's my meat, I fup upon myielf, 
And fo fhall ftarve with feeding. Come, let's go, 
Leave this feint puling, and lament as I do, \To Vir. 
In anger, Juno like. Come, come, fie, fie i [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. * Changes to Antium. 

Enter a Roman -and <* v Volfcian • 

Rom. I know you well, Sir, and you know me ; youf 
name I think is Adrian. 

Vol, It is fo, Sir : truly I have forgot you, 

Rom. I am a Roman; but my fervices are as. you are r 
again ft 'em. Know you me yet I 

Vol. Nicanor? no. 

Mom, The fame., Sir, 

Vol. You had more beard when I laft faw you, but 
your favour is well appeal'd * by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome ? I have a note from the Volfcian 
ftate to find you out there. . You* have well fav'd me a 
day's journey. . . 

Rom* There hath been in Rome ftrange in fur regions 
the people againft the Senators, Patricians, and Nobjevj 

Vol. Hath been! is it ended then I Our ftate thinks 
not fo : they are in a mod warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat 6t their divifion. 

Rom. The main blaze ot it ispaft, but a fmaH* thing' 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive fo 
to heart the banilhment of that worthy Coriolanus, that 

• L e.. brougtajoto remembrance. 

H h 2L i 4 
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they art in a ripe aptnefs to take all powfer from th* 
people* and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing, I can- tell you; and is almoft mature 
for the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banifhM I 

Rttn* Bantfo'd, Sir. 

Vol, You will be welcome With this intelligence, Ni- 
canor. 

Rom. The day ferves well for them now, I have 
hear J it faid, the fitted time to corrupt a man** wife, is 
when (he's fallen out with her hufband. Your Noble 
Tullus Aufidius will appear well in thtfe wart, his great 
©ppefer Coriolanus being now in no requeft with his 
country. 

V ol. He cannot chufe. ! am rooft fortunate, thus ac- 
tiden tally to encounter you. You have ended my bu- 
finefs, and J will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom I (ball between this and fupper tell you moft 
ftrange things from Rome, all tending to the good of 
their adverfaries. Have you an army ready, fay you ? 

VoL A mod royal one. The centurions and their 
charges diftinc51y billeted, already in the entertainment* 
and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom. I atn joyful to hear of their readlnefs, and am 
the man I think that fhall let them in prefent action. 
So, Sir, heartily well met* ant! moft glad of your com- 
pany. 

VoL You take my part for me, Sir j I have the moft 
caufe to be glad of your's. 

/fc«f. Well, let us go together « ^Exeunt. 

Enter Coriolanus in mean QpparcJ* dt^uh'd oml mufficir 

Car^ A goodly city is this Antium. Chy* 

1 is I that made thy widows : many an heir 

Of theft, feir edifices for my wars, 

Have I heard grone, and drop : then know me not, 

l^eft that thy wives witlj ff its, and boys with ftcces* 

ip puny battle flay ur.c.« Save you, Sir I 

fixttr a Citizen, 

€H. And'you. 

Car. DirecY me, if it be. your will* wirere great Aufi- 
he in Antium I [cius lies,: 
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Cit. He is, and feafts the Nobles of the ftater at his x 
houfe this night 

Cor. Which is his houfe, I befeecb you ^ 
Cit. This here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, Sir. Farewell. {.Exit Citizen. 
44 Oh,. World, thy flippery turns ! friends now faft- 
fworn, 

44 Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one heart ; 

•* Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal and exercife 

gt Are ftill together ; who twine (as 'twere) in love. 

Infeparable, fhall within this hour, 
94 On a diflenfion of a doit, break out 
44 To*bittereft enmity. So feltell foes, 
44 Whofe paffionsand whofe plots have broke their fleep » 
•* To take the one the other, by fome chance, 
44 Some trick not worth an egg, fhall grow dear friends,' 
•* And interjoin their iflbes. So, with mc ; 
My birth-place have I and my lover left ; 
This enemy's houfe I'll enter ; if he flay me, 
He does fair juftice ; if he give me way, 
I'll do his country fervice.. 4 pfor/' 

SCENE IV. Changes to a hall in Aufidiui*s houfe; 

Mujic plays. Enter a ferving ?nan. 

1 Ser. Wine, wine, wine ! what fervice is here ? 
I: think our fellows are afleep. [Exit* 

Enter another Serving man, 

9 Ser. "Where's Cotus ? my matter calls for him:. 
Gotus. • [Exit*. 

Enter Coriolarius. 

Cor. A goodly Ijoufe ; the feaft fmeils well* but: I 
appear not like a gueft. 

Enter the firft Serving mam 

1 Ser. /What would you have, friend? whence are* 
you r here's no place for you : pray go to the door. 

[£\v/7. % 

Cor. 1 have defcrv'd no better entertainment, in being ; 
Goriolanus.. KJM'v 
H h 3, 
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Whence arc you, Sir ? Jus the .porter his eyes 
in his head, that he gives eatranccto fueh. companion^ 
Pray, get yw out* 
Cor. Away f— 
a Ser. Away ? — **-get^ you away. 
Now thoo'rt Doublefonae. 

2 &r. Are you, fo brave? TJl haye you tailed witlfc 
anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The ftfl meets Hnt { 
%Ser. What fe!low!s tbis ? 

1 Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on-: I cannot- 
get him out o' th'T^oufe, Pj&'ythce call my. maftor ta, 
nun. 

3 Ser. What have you to do here, fellow ? pray you : 
avoid thehoufe. 

Cor. L.ct me but ftand, I .will not hurt ypur-hcartb« 

3 Ser. What* are you-? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

a Ser. A marvellous .poor one, . 

Cer, True; fb I am. 

3 Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up forae other; 
ftation, here's no place for you ; pray you avoid : corned 

Cor. Follow yoa< function, go and batten on colds 
bits. [Ptt/bes him anvay J rem. him. 

3 Ser. What* will you not ? pr'y^hee, tell my mafter 
what a ftrange gueft he has here. 

2 Ser, And I (ball. [Kxjt fecond. Serving* tnarfo 
*:Ser. Where dwell'ft thou? 

Cor, Under the canopy. 
2. Ser. Under the canopy ? 
Cor, Ay, 

&Sen Where's. that? 
Cor. V th' city of kites and crow*, 
g See. V th' city of kites and crows ? what an afs-itv 
h i then thou d weird with daws too ? 
for. No, I ierve npt thy matter. 

3 Se.r. How, Sir ! do you meddlea-vitlr myc roafler? 
CVr Ay y »tis an hooefter feryice, than to meddle with . 

thy miftijeis: thou prat'ft^ and prat'ftj ierve with thy^ 
trencher.- hence^ * tPtfitf him^ awy^ 
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EnU;r AufitJ t«$ wfcfr a Serving- man. / 
jfuf. Where is this fellow ? 

2 Ser. Here, Sir ; I'd have beaten him lite a dog* 
bit for d.ifturbing the lords within. 
Anf. Wheace.com'ftthou? what,wouldft thou? thy, 
name ? 

Why fpeat'ft not ? (peak; man ; what's thy name ? 

Cor, If, T.ullus, yet thou knowft me not, and, feeing* 
Doft not jet take me for the man I am* D 1 *** 
^eceflfity commands me name myfelf. 

Juf. What is thy name ? 

Cor. , A name unmufical to Volfcian- ears, , 
And harfli in found to thine. 

j4uf. Say, what's thy name ? 
Tjiou had a grim, appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in*t; though thy tackle s torn* 
-Thou fbew'ft a npbJe ve/fel. What's thy name ? 

Cfit . Prepare thy brow to frown : know'ft thou me yet£> 

jiufn I know thee not ; thy name } 

Cor, My name is Caius Marcius % who hath donoj 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volfcians, 
Great hurt and mifchief ; thereto witnefs. may 
My firname Corfalanus. The painful fervice, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited < 
But with that, firname : a good memory *, 
And witnefs of the malice and difpjeafure 
Which thou ihouldit bear rqe, only that name remaiife, 
The cruelty and envy. of the people. 
Permitted by our daftard nobles, who 
Have all forfook me, hath devour 'd. the reft. 
And fuffer'd me by th' voice of flaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity , 
Hath brought me to thy hearth : not out of hope : 
(Miitake me not) to fave my life ; for if 
1 had fear'd death, of all the men i* th* world, 
I'd have avoided thee : but in mere fpite 
To be full quit of thole my banifhers, 
Stand 1 before, th^e here. Then if thou hajfct 

• i. f. memorial. 
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A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular wrongs, and flop thole maims 

Of fhame feen through thy country, fpeed thee ftraight r 

And make my mifery ferve thy turn : fo ufe it, 

That my revengeful fervices may prove 

As benefits to thee : for I will fight 

Againft my cankcr'd country with the fpleen 

Of all the under- fiends. But if fo be 

Thou dar*ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

ThouVt tir'd ; then, in a word, I alio am 

Longer to live mod weary, and prefent 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice r 

Which not to cut, would (hew thee but a fool,. 

Since 1 have ever foilow'd thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaft,. 

And cannot live, but to thy fharae, unlefs 

It be to do thee fervice. 

Anf. Oh, Marcos, Marcius, 
Each word thou'ft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart! 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond cloud fpeak to me things divine*. 
And fay, 'tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Marcius. Let me twine: 
Mine arms about that body, whereagainft 
My grained afh an hundred times hatn broke, 
And fcar'd the moon withfplinters : here 1 clip . 
The anvil of my fword, and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious ltrength I did 
Contend againft thy- valour. " Know thou firfi£ , 
«* I lov'd the maid I married ; never man 
«« Sigh'd truer breath : but that I fee thee here, 
«« Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
«« Tljan when I firft my wedded miftrefs faw 
« Beftride my threfhold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thce,% 
"We have a power on foot ; and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or lofe my arm for't : thou haft beat me out 
Twelve feveraJ tinces*, and I have nightly fince 
" Dream'd of encounters 'twixt thyfelf and me. 
»« We have been down together in my fleep, . 
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'* Unbuckling helms, fitting each other's throat, 
f< And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Mar- 
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that [cius. 
Thou art thence baniuVd, we would mufter all 
From twelve to feventy, and pouring war 
Into the boweh o£ Ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood overbear. O come, go in 
And take our friendly Senators by th* hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of use* 
Who am prepar'd againft your territories, 
Though not for Rome itfelf. 
Cor. You blefs me, gods.' 

Auf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt hare 
The leading of thy own revenges, take 



As beft thou art expericnc'd, fince thou know'ft 
Thy country's ftrengthand weaknefs, thine own ways { * 
Whether to knock againft the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifa them in parts remote, 
To fright tli era, ere deftroy. But come, come in. 
Let me commend thee fir ft to thofe, that (hall 
Say Tea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes i 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy : 



SCSN E V* Enter 1*m Servants* 

1 Ser. . Here's n ftrang£ alteration* 

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ftrHekeh 
with a cudgel,, and yet my mind gave me, his 

cioathi made a falfe report of him. 

1 Ser. What an arm he has ! he tura'd me about 
with hi* finger and his thumb, as ctae would fet up a 
top. 

2 Sex* Nay, I knew by h&face that there was fome« 
thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought 

— I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Ser. He had fo: looking as it were— — 'Would I 
were hanged, but i thought there was more in him 
than I could think. 

2 $*r. So did I, I'D be fworn : he is (imply the rarely 
man V th' world, 




Yet, Marcius, that was much.' 
welcome 1 



Your hand 5 moll 
[Extunt. 
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1 Ser. I think he is; but a greater foldier than he, 
you wot one. 

2 Sen Who, my mailer ? 

2 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that, 
2 Sen Worth fix on him, 

1 Ser. Nay, not to neither; but I take him to be the 
greater foldier. 

2 Ser. 'Faith, look you,* one cannot t?U how to fay 
that ; for the defence of a town our General is excel- 
lent. 

I Ser. Ay, and for an afTault too. 

Enter a third Servant. 

3 Ser. Oh, flares, 1 can tell you news ; news, yoa 
rafcals. 

Both. What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations, i 
had as lieve be a condemned man. 

Both. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Ser. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack one 
General, Caius Marctus, 

1 Ser. W r hy do you fay, thwack our General r* 

3 Ser. 1 do not fay, thwack our Qeneral ; but he 
was always good enough for him, 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends; he was e- 
ver too hard for him, ! have heard him fay fo himfelf. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him dire&ly, to fay the 
truth on't : before Corioli, he fcotch'd him and notch'd 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broiTd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more of thy news ; — 

3 Ser. Why he is fo made on here within, as if he 
were fon and heir to Mars : fet at upper end o* th' 
table ; no queftion a(k'd him by any of the Senators, 
but they (tend bald before him- Our General himfelf 
makes a miftrefs of him, fanclifies himfelf with's hands, 
and turns up the white o' th* eye to his difcourfe. But 
the bottom of the news is, our General is- cut i' th' 
middle, and but one half of what he was yefterday. 
For the other has half, by the intreaty and grant of the 
whole table. He'll go, he fays, and fowle the gorier 
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of Rome gates by th* ears. He will mow down all be- 
fore him,, and leave his paffage poll'd. 

2 Ser. And he's as like to do'tas any man I can ima- 
gine. 

3 Ser* Do't ! he will do't : for, look you, Sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies ; which friends, Sir, as 
it were, durft not (look you^ Sir) Ihew themfelves (as 
ve term it) his friends, whilft he's in dire&itude. 

I Ser* Direfiitude ! what's that ? • 

p Ser. But when they (hall fee, Sir, his creft up a- 
gain, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- 
roughs (like conies after rain,) and revel all with him. 

1 Scr. But when goes this forward ? t . 

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, prefently ; you fhall have 
the drum ftruck up this afternoon. 'Tis, as it were, a 
parcel of their feaft, and to be executed ere they wipe 
"their lips. 

2 Ser. Why, then we (hall have a fiirring world a- 
gaia : this peace is worth nothing, but toruit iron, in- 
creafe tailors, and breed ballad- makers. 

1 Ser. Let me have war, fay I ; jt exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night; 'tis fppightly* walking, audible, 
and full of vent. Peace is a' very apoplexy, lethargy, 
mulTd, deaf, fleepy* uiferifible, ;a 'getter of more ba- 
ftard children than war's a' dettroyer of men. t 

2 Sir. 'Tis fo ; and as war in tfome tort may be faid 
to be a rav idier, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds: " ' ' r ' * 

j iSW*. "Ay,- arid it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser. " Reafon; becaufe they then lefs need one 
•** another. The wars for -my money. 1 hope, to fee 
Romans as cheap & Voifcians. ;-!,.. l . . ' 
They are fifing, they are rifing. - - **'-",{ 

Both* In, in, in, in. \Excunt* 

SCENE VI. . J puttie place in Home. v 

' EtUer Sicinhis and tfrutus/ ... j ,\. 

Sic. We hear not; of^ipj,, neither- we fear'lu'm. 
His remedies are tame r tn* u prelenr peace ' . "\ 
And qaietneis o' th people, which before 
Were in wilgl hpiiy*. .Hm he makes his friend* 
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Blufli, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, beheld 
Diueofioos numbers peft'ring ftreets, than fee 
Our tradefmen finding in their (hops, and going 
About their functions friendly* 

Enttr Menenius. 

Bru. We ftood to*t in good time. Is this Menenius? 
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he. O, he is grown moft kind of 
late. Hail, Sir ! 

Men. Hail to you both! 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much mifc'd, but with 
his friends : the commonwealth doth ftand, and fo 
would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. AlPs well, and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporia'd. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing. 
3iis mother and his wifeliear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four citizens. 
, Ml. The gods preferve you bojth4 

Sic * Good-e'ea, neighbours. 

Bru. Good^e'en to you all, goofUe'eo to you afl. 

1 Cit. Ourfelves, our wives, and children, on ow 
Are bound to pray for you both. [knees, 

Sic. Live and thrive i 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours. 
Wc wifli'd Coriolanus had lov'd you* *s we did. 

JIL Now the gods keep you I 

BetbTri. Farewell, tare well. £Exeunf Gilinem. 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely; time* 
1 han when thefe fellows ran about the ftrcett* 
Crying coufufion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer i' th' war, but infofent* 
O^rcoroe with, pride, ambitious paft aJLthirikinj;, 
£eif*loving. 

Sic. And affecting one fole throne* 
Without affiftance 

Nltn.. Nay, I think turtfy. 

Sic* We iiad by this, o all our lamentation, 
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If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented ic, and Rome 
: Sits fafe and Sill without him. 

Enter Mdile. 

iBdile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Have whom we have-put in prlfon, 
Reports, the Volfcians with two feveral powers 
Are entered in the Roman territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the war 
*t)eftroy what lies before *cnu 

Men. 'Tis Aufidius, 
"Who hearing of i>ur Marcius' banifliment, 
Thrufts forth his horns again into the world ; 
'Which were inQiell'd when Marcius Rood for Rome, 
-And dui ft not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius ? 

Bru. Go fee thisrumourer whipp'd. It cannot be 
The Volfcians dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot be ! 
We have record, that very well it can ; 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But rcafon with the fellow, 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this ; 
Left you (hould chance to whip your information 
And beat the meflenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me : 
1 know this cannot be* 

Bru. Not poffible. 

Enter a Mejfengcr. 

Meff. The nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
All to the fenate houfe ; fome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. 'Tis this Have. 
Co whip him, 'fore the people's eyes : his raifing^ 
Nothing but his report ! 
. Mejf Yes, worthy Sir, 
^he flavc's report is feconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Vov VI. , . f 
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MeJ* It is fpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Marcius, 
Jom'd with Aufidius, leads a powV 'gainft Rome; 
And vows revenge as fpacious, as between 
1 he young'ft and oldeft thing. 

Sic. This is rooft likely ! 

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wife 
Cood Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Aufidius-ean no more atone, 
Than violenteft contrarieties. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 
Mejf. You are fent for to the fenate. 
A fearful army, led by Cuius Marcius, 
Aflbciated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories; and have already 
O .erborn their way, confum'd with fire, and -took 
"What lay before them. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. Oh, you have made good work. 

Men. What news ? what news ? 

Com. You haveholp to ravifh your own daughters, and 
To melt the city-leads upon your pates, 
To ice your wives difhonour'd to your nofes. 

Men. What's the news ? what's the news ? 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement*, and 
Your franchifes, whereon you ftopd, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, thenev»s? 
You've made fair work, I fear me : pray, your news ? 
If Marcius fhould be joined with the Volfcians, 

Com. If ? he is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other diety than Nature, 
That fLapes man better ; and they follow him, 
Againft us brats, with no leis confidence, 
Than boys purfuing furr.mer-buttei flies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You've made good work, 
You and your apron-men ; that flood lb much 

J cmtnU for ewfiurc or inclofirc. 
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Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic eaters. 

Com. He'll (hake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did (hake down ineliow fruit i 
You have made fair work ! 

Bru, But is this true, Sir ? 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
B«fore you find it other, AH the regions 
Do feemingly revolt; and who refift, 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 
And perilh conftant fools. Who ts't can blame him? 
Your enemies and his find fome thing in him. 

Men. We're all undone, iinlefc 
The Noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who dull afk it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do't for (name ; the people 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does o£ the fliep herds: his beft friends, if they 
Shou'd fay, «< Be good to Rome, they charge him evejfc 
As thofe ihould do that had defervd his hate, 
Asid therein fhew'd like enemies.. 

Men. 'Tis true. 
If he were putting to my houfe the brand 
That, would confume it, I have not the face 
To fay, •« 'Befeech you, ceafe " You've made fair 
You and your crafts I you've crafted fair! [bauds* 

Com. You ve brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
So incapable, ot help. 

Trt. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How I was it we ? we lov'd him ; but, like. 
And coward Nobles, gave way to your clutters, [beafts, 
Who did hoot him out o^ th?city* 

Com* But 1 fear 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidlus,. 
The fecond name of men, obeys his 'points 
As if he were his officer. Defperation 
Is all the policy, ftrcngth, and defence,. 
That Rome can make againft them. 

. S GEN E VII. Enter a troop of Cstiztns ; 

Men, Here come the clutters. 

Ii2. 
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And is Aundius with, him ? You are they 

That made the air unwholfome, when you caft 
Your (linking, greafy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanu* ' exile . Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a foldier** head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs^ 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices 'Tis no matter, 
It he fhould burn us all into one. coal, 
We have deferv'd k. 

Omnes. 'Faith, we hear fearful newt* 

1 Cit. For mine own part, 

When 1 faid, Banifb him ; I faid, 'Twas pity, 

2 Cit. And fo did h 

3 Cit. And fo did I; and to fay, the truth, fo did ve-_ 
xy many of us ; that we. did, we did for the bed ; and^ 
though we willingly confented to his banifhment, yet, 
it was againft our will. 

Com. Y 'are goodly things ; you* voices I 

Men. You have made good work, 
You, and your cry. Snail's to the Capitol f 

Com, Oh, ay, what elfc ? [Exeunt f 

Sic. Go, matters, get you home, be not difmay*d. 
Thefe are a fide that would* be glad to have 
This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home, 
And (hew no fign of tear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us: come mailers, let's:, 
home, 1 ever faid, we. werei' th. 9 v^ropg, when we ba^ 
aithd him* 

2 Ciu So did we -all ; but corner let's home, 

[Exeunt Citipenu. 

Bjtu. 1 do not like this new$. 
Sic* Nor !* 

Bru. Let's to the.. Capitol ; 'would half my wealth > 
^yould buy this for a lye t 
Sic. Pray, let us go*, [Exeunt Tribunes. 

%,Q E ft E VIII. A camp at afma\l aiftance from Rome. , 

En(er Aufidius, with his Lieutenant. 

Auf+ Do they ftill fly to th' Roman ? 

ItUuf* 1. do not kj^pw w,bat witchcraft's in him ; but t 
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Your foldiers ufc him as the grace Tore meat* 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end: 
And you are darkened, in this action, Sir, . 
Even by your own* 

Auf* I cannot help it now* 
Unlefs, by .ufing means, I lame the foot 
Of ourdefign.' Ilcbears himfelf more proudly,- 
Even to my perfon, than I thought he would 
When firft lilid embrace htm* Yet his nature. 
In that's no changeling, and I muft cxcufe 
What cannot be amended, , 

Lieut. Yet 1 wife Sir, 
(I. mean for your particular), you had not 
Join'd in comraiffion with htm ; but had borne - 
The action of yourfelf, or clfe to him 
Had left it folely. 

Juf. J underftand thee-. well ; and be thou fore, . 
When He fhall come to his account, he knows not 
What 1 can urge againft him ; though it feems, 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 
To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly • . 
And fbews good hulbandry lor ihe Volfcian ftate, •. 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve asfoon 
As draw his fword ; yet he hath left. undone 
That which {hall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account, 

Lieut. Sir, I befeech, .think you he'll carry Rome } 

Auf. All- places yield to him ere he fits down, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his : 
The Senators and Patricians love him too : . 
The Tribunes are no ibldiers : and their people - 
Will be as4*afh in the repeal, as bafty 
To expel him thence. I think he '11 be to Rome : 
As is the ofprey to the fifh, who takes it 
By fovcreignty of nature. Firft, he was 
A noble ietwant* to them : but he could not 
-Carry his honours even; whether pride, 
(Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man) ; whether defect *f judgment/, 
(To fail in the difpofiog of thofe chances 
Wheifcof he was. the Jonf) ± or wherher nature** % 
(^otto be other xhan oi>e thing; .nyt odvingj 
l.i 
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From th' cafe to th' cuftion ; bat commanding peace • 

JEven with the fame aufterity and garb, 

As he controll d the war) ; but one of tbefe* 

(As he hath fpices of them all), not. all, 

For I dare fo far free, him, made hjm fear'd, . 

So hated, and fo banifo'd % but he hat merit < 

To choke it in th* utt-rance • fo our virtues 

Lie in th* interpretation of the time .; 

And power, unto itfelf raoft commendable, _ 

Hath not a tomb fo evident, as a chair, 

T' extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one Bail, one nail ; 

Rights by right foiled, ftrengths by ftrengths do fauV. 

Come, let's away ; when, Caips, Rome is thine, 

Thou'rt poor'ft of all, then fhortly art thou mine. \Exc*? 

A C T V. S G E N E I. 

A public place in Rome* 

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, ivftt othtrs^, 

Men. \ ] O, I'll not go ; you bear what he hath faid ; 

|NI Which was fometirne his General, whp-» 
In a mod dear particular. He calUd me father : [Jovldhinu 
But what o' that ? Go, you tha* bani&Vd him* 
A mile before his tent, fall down t and knee - 
The way into his mercy. Nay r if he coy'd , 
To hear Cominius fpeak*. 1*11 keep at home._ 

Com. He would not feeju to know, me.. 

Men. Do you hear ? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name ; : 
I urg'd our old acquaintance* and the drops , 
That we have bled together.. Coriolauus 
He would not anfwer to,; forbad all names ; . 
He was a kind o£ nothing, titlelefs, 
Till he had forg'd himielf a name o' xh] fire ... 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, ioj you've m^de good work : 
A pair of Tribune*, thatihave reck'd for Rome,. 
To make coals cheap : a noble memory } 

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon^ . 
"Whcuit was leaft expected. He, regly^d^ 
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To one whom they had punUh'd. 
Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 
Com* I offered to awaken his regard 
For*s private friends^ His anfwer to me was*. , 
lie could not ftay tPr pick the^a iu a pUc 
Of noifome mufty chaff.. He faid, 'twas folly* 4 
Fpr one poor grain or two, to .leave unburot, y 
And ftill to nofe*h' offence. 

Men. For one poor^grainor two ? > 
I'm one of thofe : tys mother, wife, his child, . 
And this, brave fellow too, we are the grains ; 
You are the mufty chaff ; and you are imelt 
.Above the moon. , Wejmuft be .burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refufe your ai<£:i 
In this fo-never- needed help, yet do not 
Upbr aid's with our : diiireis. . But, fure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue^, 
More than the inftant army we can make*. 
Might ftop .our countryman. 
Men. No : Til not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you go to him. 
Men. What mould 1 do I 
Bru. Only make .trial whafc.your love can dou; 
Fpr Rome* towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and fay, that Marcius 
Return me* as Cominios is return'd, , 
Unheard: (what then?) 
But as a difcontented friend, grief-fliot .: 
With hifrunkindnefs. Say't be fo ? . 

Sic. Yet, your good will 
Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafuye e 
As you intended well. 

Men. I'll undertake it : 
I think he'll hear me» Yet to bite his lip* 
And bum at good Cominius, much unhearts me* . 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold., and thea? » 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt . 
*To give or to forgive ; but when we've ftuflPd" ' 
" Thefe pipes, and thefe conveyances of bloods 

f fore 4 for mean, leggarfc 
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«« With wine and feeding, we havefuppler fouls 
«« Than in our prieft-like fafts; therefore TIL watch. 
«« Till he be dieted to ray requeft* [him. 
And then I'll fet upon him* 

Bru. You know the -very road into his kindnefs, 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Men, Good faith I'll prove him> 
Speed how it wilL Youfhall erelong have knowledge 
Of my fuccefs. [Exit* 

Com. He'll never hear him. 

Sic. Not? 

Com. I tell you, he does fit m gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The goaler to his pity. I kneel'd before him, 
*Twas very faintly he faid, Rife : difmhVd me 
Thus, with his fpeechlefs hand. What he woald d*,. 
He fens in Writing after ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, , not yield to new conditions^ 
So that all hope is vain,.ualefc his mother 
And wife, who (as I hear) mean to follicit him, 
Force mercy to his country. Therefore hence, 
And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. [Exeunt*, 

& G E N E lit Changes t$ the Volfcian camp f 
Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard* 

1 Watch* Stay ; whence are you r* 

2 Watch. Stand, and go back. 

Men % You guard like men* 'tis well. But, by your 
I am an officer of ftate, and come; [[leave, 
To fpeak with Coriolanus. 

1 Watch; Whence 

Men. From Rome. 

1 Watch. You may not pafs, you muft return : our 
Will no more hear from thence. [General • 

2 Watch. You 11 fee your Rome embraced with tire, 
You'll fpeak with Coriolanus. Qbefore 

ftUn. Good my.frieuds, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of hrs friends there, it is lots to blanks,. 
My naaie hath touch 'd your ears ; it i$ Menenius h # 

\ Watch* Be it to, go back ; tije virtue of yoar. name: 
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Js not here paifable* 

I tell thee, fellow*. 
Thy General is my. lover : I have been 
The bock of his good acls ; whence men have read * 
His fame unparalleled haply amplified : 
£or I have ever nar rifted * my friends, 
(Of whom he's chief), with al] the lize that verity? 
"Would without lapfing fuffer: nay fometimes, 
tjikc to a bowl upon a iubtle ground, 
I>e tumbled paft the throw, and in his praife 
Have alraoft ft. mp'd the leafing. Therefore, felloe 
I mult have leave to pafs. 

1 Watch. 'Faith* Sir, if you had told as many lyt& 
in his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, 
you mould not pafs here : ao, though it were as vir- 
tuous to lye, as to live chaftly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me* 
npnius; always fa&ionary ot the party of your Ge- 
neral., 

2 Watch Howfoever you have been his lyar, (as you 
fay you have), I am one that, telling true under him* 
muft fay, you cannot pals. Therefore go back. 

Men. Has he din'd, canft thou tell I for I woulinot; 
(peak with him till after dinner, 

i Watch. You are a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy General is. 

I Watch. Then you mould bate Rome, as he does. 
Gan you, when you have pufh'd out of your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a violent popular igno- 
rance, given your enemy your ftiield, think to front 
his revenges with the eafy groans of old women, the vir- 
ginal palms f of your daughters, or with the pal lied 
intcrceflion of fuch a decay'd dotard as you feem to be ? 
Can you think to blow out the intended fire your city. 
U ready to flame in, with fuch weak breath, as this ? 

• s. e. made their enrorrium. 

f ,By virginal palms may be nnderftood the holding up the hands., 
in lupplicatioh. But as this ftnfe is cold, and gives us even a r.dW 
cwlous idea ; and as ihe paflions of the fevcial interceflbrs feem in ? . . 
tended to be lure reprefented, perhaps Shakefpear might wri;e paf~. 
tnes or pdmes^ $. c. fwooniqg fits, from the French, pajmfir % w; T 
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No, you arc deceived ; therefore back to Rome, and 
prepare for your execution ; you are condemned, our 
General has fworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he 
would ufe me with eftimation. 

I Watch* Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy General. 

1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I 
toy* go; left I Jet forth your half pi at of blood : that's 
the utrnofl of your h iving. Back, back. 

Mcn % Nay, but iellow, fellow, 

Enter Coriohaaus, with Aufidiun 

- Cor. What's the matter ? 

Men. Now, you companion, I'll fay an errand for 
you ; you lhall know now that I am in eftimation ; 
you fhall perceive, that a jack-gardant cannot office me 
from my fon Coriolanus ; guefs by my entertainment 
with him ; if thou ftand'ft <not i* th' ftatc of hanging, 
or of forae death more long in fpeclatorfhip, and cror 
eller in fuffering, behold now prefently, and fwoon foe 
what's to come upon thee. »The glorious gods fit 
in hourly fynod about thy particular profperity, and 
love thee no worfe than thy old father Menenius does ! 
Oh my fon, my fon ! thou art preparing fire for us ; loolc 
thee, here's water to quench it. I was hafdly movM to 
come to thee, but being afTured, none but myfelf could 
move thee, I have been blown out of our gates with 
fighs ; and conjure thee to pardon Rome, and thy peti- 
tionary countrymen. The good gods afl>ag-2 thy wrath* 
and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here ; this, 
who, like a block, hath denied my accefs to thee 

Cor, Away! 

Men. How, away? 

Cor. Wife* mother, child, I know not. My affairs. 
Are fervanted to others : though I owe ' 
My rerenge properly, remiffion lies 
In Volfcian brealts. That we have been familiar,. 
Jngrate Forgetfulnefs fhall piifon, rather 

Than Pity note how much. Therefore be gone; 

Mine ears again ft your fuits are ftronger, than 
Your gates againit my force. Yet, lor I lov'd thee, 
Take this along; 1 write it for thy fake, [Gives him a letter^ 
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And would have fent it. Another word, Menenius, , 
I will hot hear thee fpeak* — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome; yet tho\i 1>eh'old'it— 
jfuf. You keep a conftant temper. [Exeunt* 

Manent the guar 4 and Menenius. 

* I Watch, Now, Sir, is your name Menenius f 
2 Watch. 'Tis a fpeil, you fee, of much power : yotl 
"know the way home again. 

1 Watch* Do you hear, how we are flient for keep- 
ing your Greatnefs back ? 

2 Watch. What caufe do you think ! have to fwoon ? 

Men. I neither care for the world, nor your Gene- 
ral : for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there's 
any, y'are fo flight. He that hath a will to die by 
himfelf, fears it not from 'another. Let your General 
do his worft : for you, be what you are, long ; and 
your mifery increafe with your age ! I fay to you, as [ 
was faid to, Away—— L^***: 

1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 Watch. The worthy fellow i* our General. He's 
the rocki the oak not to be wind-lhaken. [Ex, Watch.. 

SCENE III. Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our hoft. My partner in this action, 
You muft report to the Volfcian Lords, how plainly 
I've born this bufinefs. 

Auf. Only their ends yon have refpecled ; ftopt 
Your ears againft the general fait of Rome ; , 
.Never admitted private whifper, no, 
Not with fuch friends that thought them fure of yow. 

Cor. 1 his laft old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart i have fent to Rome, 
Lovd me above the meafure of a father ; 
Nay, godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
Was to fend him ; for whofe old love, I have 
«(Tbo> 1 fliew'd fourly to him) once more offeV4 
The fii ft conditions, (which they did refufe, 
And cannot now accept), to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more : a very little 
I've yielded to. Frelh embafTy, and ftuts, 
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Uor from the ftate, nor private friends, hereafter 

Will I lend ear to. Ha ! what ftiout is this I 

[Shout within. 

"Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow, 
in the fame time 'tis made ? ! will not 

Enter VirgNta, Volnmrtra, Valeria, young Marcfos* 
*witk Attendants* ail in mourning 

My wife comes foremoft ; then the hondur'd mould 
«« Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
" The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection'! 

All bond and privilege of nature break ! 
*« Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate, \ 

What is that curtfy worth ? or thofe doves eyes, 
«* Which can make gods forfworn ? I melt, and am ndt 
•« Of ftronger earth than others : my mother bows, 
" As if Olympus to a molehill (hould * 
«« In application nod ; and my young boy 
*« Hath an afpeft of interceflion, which 
*« Great nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volfcians 
"** Plow Rome, and barrow Italy ; 1*11 never 

Be fuch a gofling to obey inftincl ; but Hand 

As if a man were author of himfelf, 

And knew no other kin. 

Virg* My lard and hufoand I 

Cor* Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 

Virg, The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd* 
flakes you think fo. 

Cor. «' Like a dull actor now, 
«« *I have forgot my part, and 1 am out, 

liven, to a full di (grace. Bed 'of my flefh, 
«' Forgive my tyranny ; but do not fay, 

'« For that, Forgive our Romans. O, a ki& 

" Long as my exile, fweet as my revenge ! 

<« Now by the jealous Queen of heavn, that kifs 

" I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 

<« Hath virgin'd it e r er fmce.-* You gods! 1 prate ; 

« And the moft noble mother of the vorld 
«« Leave unfakrted : link, my knee, V th' earth ; \JCneeh. 1 
X>i thy deep duty more impreffioQ flxew 
Than that of common Tons. 
O ftand up biefs'd i 
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Whilft with nd (Hftir toSkion than the Bin* 

I kneelT>efore fhee, and improperly 

Shew duty as dSiftafeenall the while {.Knetfj. 

Between the ctuld-and parent* 

£*r 4 WhUtbthU? 
Your iktiee* tome* to your corrected fon ? 
>Pfcen let "the pefebfes<o& the hungry beach 
v TUIop the ftars: then: let the mutinous winds 
Strike *ha profed ctf&fcrs ?gttinft thse Gary fan ; 
Murd'rfflg insjiflibility, 10 make 
What ca«6ot be* flight work. 
' Voti Tftbti art by warrior, 
H holp to frame thee. Do you know tKs fctdy ? 

Cot. «« Thfcnobtef lifter of Poplrcota, 

ThemdGhrf kome; chafe as the icicle* 
" Thai's cufltfd by the froft from pureafiiqw/ 
*< And haftgs on Pfan's temple. Dear VaJctia !— • 

fV. This » 4 poor epitome of your'sy 

- . ^Mai*g young J^arctttsy 
"Which by A* HttcYjpretation of foil that} 
May (hew like all fouffelf. 

£*r: " The God 6f ^$#4, > . 
•« With the ^onfcttfdf Wpr4me £ Jorc^ inform : 
«« Thy thoughts <rithaobknefe,;that ithou may ?ft prove 
" To (haitte^vitfgfcf^We, <md aick i* th* wars . 
" Like' a great fea-ra*fk, ftandmg every flaw^ ... , 
™ And ^iigntholeth^t e^e thc^r 
Your knee, iifrah: 

Cot. Thtt'tfify bt&t£b0*: . »■ 

PW. Eveiv he. yoor wifey tfcis lady, and mjft&i; ; 
Are fuitorVtoyou. 

G6t. Ibeftecfc you* peace : 
Or, if you'd a(k, ret&tfhber this before ? 
The tfeng 1 fc**c foWwom to^rantv may never 
Be held by ybtt*dfeiifel. D6 not Wd>«ne 
• Difmifs'^foldiers, or capitulate 1 
Again with Rome's mechdtfte*; *Fe3I me not 
WfcemTif Ffte^i»ft&^ . * 

T' allay my rages and retffngis, > Willi 
Your colder reafons. i 

Vol. Oh, no more* bo more* - v ' , : 
You've faid, you will not grant us anr Shinto 
Vox, VI. * K* f * ? 
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for we have toothing tlfe to a(k, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will aik, 
That if we fail in our requeft, the blame 
May hang upon your hardaefs ; therefore hear us. 

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volfcians, mark ; for we'll 
Hear nought 'from' Rome -in private.—— Your requeft ? 

Vol. Should we be fikoe and apt fpeak, our raiment 
And (late of bodies would bewray 4*kat Jife 
M e've led fuoe thy exile. M Think with Jbyfelf, 
*' How more unfortunate than all living women 
J * Are we come hither; fince thy fight, which fhould 
Ai Male our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, 

At Conftrains thetn weep, and fliake wkh fqar* and for- 

At Making the toother, wife, and child to fee, £row; 

u 1 he fan* the hufband, and the father tearing 

»• His country?* bowels. out: and to poor we, 

«* Thine enmity's mod capital; , thou barr'ft its 

" Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 

<« That all but »c enjoy. . For how can we* 

Alas ! how can we, lor our .country pray, 

Whereto we're bound, .together with thy victory* 

"Whereto we're, bound h Alack i or we muft lofe 

2%e country, our dear nurft ; or ejfe thy perfon, 

Our comfort in the country. We muft find 

An eminent jCal amity, tho' we had 

Our whn, which fide fluuu'd win.' *» For either thott 

" Muft, as a foreign recreant be Jed 

" W 7 ith manacles along ow ftrccte; ofi elfc 

*• T^ibmphanrly.ti%ad 6a thy country ruin, » 

*< And bear the palm, for having bravely flied 

" Thy wife and children's Wood. For my£plf, fon, 

«• I purpofe notfto wait on fortune, till 

•« Thefe wars determine < Jfl cao'jt pej£uade~ jtjiee 

Rather to (hew a aobJe grace »to both parts, 

Than feek the end of one; ; thouUhait no (boner. 

March toraffault tiby* country, tba* to tread r 

(Truft to't, thou iaafo&ot) pn thy naother's womb, 3 

That brought thee to .ibis. worJd. . r , <;; : 

Virg. Ay, and mine too, 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Liying to time. ; " • • . - • 
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ifay. ** He (hart not tread on me: 
•« I'll run away till- Vm bigger, - but then I'll figW 

Cor. Not of a woman's tendernefs to be, 
Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to feet 
I've fat too long . ■ « 

Vol* Nay, go no* from us thus. 
If it were fo, that our requeft did tend 
To fave the -Romans, thereby to deftroy 
The Volfcians whom you Fcrve, you might condemn us r 
As poifonous of your honour. No; our fuit 
Is, that you reconcile them ; while the Volfcians 
May fay, This mercy we have fhew'd ; the Romans, 
This we received ; and each iivetther fide 
Give the all-hail to thee; and cry, Be blefs'd 
For making up this peace ! Thou kaow'ft, great (on^ 
The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou (halt thereby reap, is fuch a naraey 
Whofe repetition will be dogg d with curfes ; 
Whofe chronicle thus writ, • The man was noble——- 
' But with his lalfr attempt he wtp'xl it-out, 
4 Deftroy'd hk -country, and his name remains ; 
* To th' enfuingage abhorrd.' Speak to me, fon4 
Thou haft affe&ed the firft drains of honour*. 
To imitate the graces of the gods ; 
Who tear with thunder the wide cheeks o* th' air, 
And yet do charge their fulphur with a bolt, 
TJiat Ihould txit ri*e aa-oak* Why doft.not fpeak ^ 
Think il thou it honourable for a Noble man- 
Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, fpeak you x- 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy j. 
Perhaps thy childilhnefs will move him more 
Than canour reafoos; There's no man in the world 
• More bound to's mother ; yet here he lets me prate- 
Like one i' th? (locks. Thou',ft never in thy life. 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courtefy^. 
When (he, (poor hen), fond of no fecond brood, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fafely home»> 
Loaden with honour. Say, my reqijeit's uojult, 
And fpurn me back : but it' it be not fo, 
Thou art not honed, and the gods will plague thee r 
Xhat thpu rcftrain'il from me the duty which- 
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To a mother's part belong*.*— «-He turns away : 
Down, Ladies ; let nsihame. him *titJb our knees. 
Tos iirname Coriolmntu 'longs more pride, 
Than pn> to our prayers. Down* and end % 
This is the lad. So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbour*? nay, behold us* 
This boy that cannot tell what he would have* 
But kneels, and holds up hands for feUowifcip, 
Does rcaibn our petition with more ftreagth 
Than thou haft to deny't. Come, let us goj 
This fettow had a VoHcian to bifcmother j 
His wife is in Corioir; andthis child 
Like him by chances yet gtre us: oar dif^iaicj^ 
I'm huih'd* until one cky he afire; 
And then rW fpeak a Jitrie, 

Cor. " O mother, mother 1 i.uhjm . 

What have you done? Behold* the hoa^'nt do ope, 
«* The gods took down, and this unnatural feen^ 
•* They laugfrac Bk, my mother/, OHtather ! okk 
You've won a happy TiAory to JBUoune x 
But for yefor fou, believe it, oh, be&rce tfc 
Molt daug'reufty you have with him prevails, 
If not moft mortal to him* Let it come*--*— 
Auiidius, though I cannot make tTttfiwars, 
I'll frame convenient peace. Now* good Ao&tfue* 
Were you in my Head,, fay, would: you have heard: 
4 mother le& f or granted left, Aufidiu*? 

Auf. I too was mov'd. 

Cor. I dare be fworn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to fwear companion. But, good Sir, 
What peace you 11 make, advifeme : fonmyrparfe 
1 11 not to Rome, I'M back with you, and pray yon 
Stand to me in this caufe> O mother ! wife ! ■ 

Auf, I'm. glad', thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy honour 
A* difference in thee; out of that 1*11 work, 
j&f yfelf my former fortune- \ A/id** 

Cer. Ay, by. and by ; but we will drink together; 
And you ihall bear f To Vol. Virg; tbe> 

A fetter witne/s back than words, which we* 
€>aJikc conditions, will have countejrfeal'd t 
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Gome, enter with us* . . 

Auf. Ladies, you deferve 
To have a temple built you : all the fwords 
la Italy, and her confederate arms, 
Gould not have :mad€ this peace* 

SX EN & IV. The Forum in Rome, 

Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 

Men. See you yond coin. o' th' Capitol, yond corner,* - 
ftbne* 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. if it be poffiblefor you to difplace it with your 
Uttle finger, there is fome hope the ladies of Rome, , 
efpecially his mother, may prevail with him* But 1 
fay there is no hope in't ; out throats are fentcne'd, 
and ftay upon execution^ 

Sic* Is'tpoffible, that fo fliort a time can alter the: 
condition of a man ? 

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but" 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub : this Marcius is 
grown from man io dragon ; he has wings, he s more - 
than a .creeping thing. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly., 

Men.. So did he me : and he no more remembers hh ■ 
mother now, than an eight « years- old horfe *. The 
tartnefs of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, . 
he moves like an engine, and the ground Ihrinks before 
his treading*' He is able to pierce a cornet with his 
eye ; talks Tike a knell, and his hum is a battery. He * 
fits in his (late as a thing made for Alexander* What 
he bids be done, is finiih'd with his bidding. He wants • 
nothing of a god, but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. . 

Sic. Yes, mercy,, if you reporthim truly. 

Men* I paint him in the character: Mark, what mer- - 
cy his mother fhait bring from him : there is no more , 
mercy in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; that ~ 
ihall our pqor city find ; and all this is long ot you. 

Sic, The gods be good unto us 1 . 

Men. No, in fuch a cafe the goJs will not be good - 
unto usi When we hanilh 4 hiui, we reipectea not l 
K k3 

• 4utffttclligfcor, remember* ins torn**. 
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them; 4ind he returning to break ow nocks, tbiy jrei^ed^ 
sot us. 

Entm a^MeJfenger, 

Mejf. Sir, if you'd fove your Hfe, fly ta your Boufejj : 
The Plebeian* have got your fejlqw tribune, 
And hale him up and down; all (wearing* 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'll give him death* by inches;, 

Ent$r another MeJJjmger. 

Sic. What's the news ? 

MejJL Good news, good news y the ladies have pre* . 
The Volician* are diflodg'd, and Marcitts, gone, [vail'd} 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome^i 
No, not the cxpulfion of the Tarqutnsb. 

Sic* Friend, 
Ar't certain this is true ? is it moftcectain ? 

Mejl A* certain as ! know the fun is fice. 
Where have you Jurk'd, that you make doubt, o£.itf 
Ne'er through an arch, fa hurried the. blow* tide, 
As the recQmforted through th' gates*. Why, hark yon.? ; 

[Trumpets boMtbsyr,. drums he*t % . ait together* t 
The trumpets, feckbuts, pfadterics, and files, 
Tabors and cymbals,, and the {touting Romans 
Make the fun dance* Hank you I Jbout wtha^^ 

Men* This is good news. 
I will go meet the ladies. This VeJumnia , 
Is worth of Conluls, Senators, Patricians* 
A city full ; o£ Tribunes,. Sack as y«u> 
A fea and land full. You've pray'd well to da^ 
This morning, for ten thoaiand of your throats 
I'd not have given a dohv Hark,, how they joy ! 

ISvundJiitt* <mitkfibe. Jb*uts*^ 

Sic* Firft, the ^ods bkfc you for your tkmrgs I next, 
Accept my thankfttloeis,. 

JYIefl. Sir, we hame all great caufc to gwogreatthanlfe 

Sic. They're near, the city ? 

Meffs Almoftat point to enter, 

Stc+ Vic' ii meet, them* aad hfcipth* joy* ££xv**#« 
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Ejttter t*wo Senators, with thro Ladies, pa fing over tbejiaggi . % 
with other Lords.. 

Sen. Bchqld our patronefs, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tFibes together, praite the gods, 
And make triumphant fires ? Urew flowers before thcov ^ 
Un(hout tike nolle that baahVd Marcius ; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother* 
Cry, Welcome, Ladies, welcome! 

All. Welcome, Ladies, welcome 1 [Exeunt* 

[A four if? <witb drums and trumpets K 

SkC E N E. Changes to a public place in Aniiunt* , 

Enter TulJus Aufidius, with Attendants. 

Auf Go tell the Lords o* th' city, I am B:re#, 
Deliver thera this paper : having read' it, 
Bid them repair to th* market place, where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons'' ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. He 1 accuie, 
y\it city-ports by this hath entered ; and 
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping, fcomtf.l 
To. purge himfelf with words. DiJ^atch.- Moll wel- , 

Enter three* or four Confpirator* of. Au&dius'sjw3ien f „ 

1 Qon* How is it with our General ? 
Auf. Even fo,. 

As with a man by his own alms impoifon'<J f ; 
And with his charity flam. 

2 Con, Moft Noble Sir, 

If you hold the fame intent wherein 
You wilh'd us parties, we'll deliver you . 
Of your great danger, 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell ; 
We rouft proceed, as we do find" the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilft = 
'Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of .^ithe^ 
Makes thefurviyor heir qt all. 

^ Auf. I know it; 

And my pretext to flrike at him admits. 

A good conAruc}ion« 1 railed him, and pawn 'd 

Mine hononx for bis tnuh; wlu* Uin& fo hcightaCd 



V 



Digitized by Google 



3f4 ; Coriolanufi A&'ft 

Mc water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, , 
Seducing lb my friends : and to this end 
He bow'd his nature* never known before . 
But to be. rough, unfwayable, and fierce* 

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutnefs 
When he did ftand for Conful, which he lo(t~ 
By lack o£ (looping > 

Juf. That I. would have fppke of. 
. Being banUh'd for't, he came unto my heart*; 
Prefented to my knife his threat. I took him, 
Made him joint fervant with me ; gave. him way 
'In all his own de fires ; nay, kt him chufe 
Out of. my files, his- proje&s to accomplilh,N 
My beft and frelheft men ; ferv'd his defignments 
In mine own perfon; holp to reap the fame 
Which he did make all his ; and took fome pride, : 
To do myfelf this wrong ; till, at the larft,/ ' 
I feem'd his follower, npt partner ; and 
He wag'd mi with his countenance, as if . 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my Lord. 
The army marvell'd at it, and, at laft, 
.When he had. carried Rome, and that we looked : 
Fpr no left fpoil than glory — 

Auf. There was it;-- — • 
(for which my finews fhall be,ftretch*d upon him) ^ 

At a few drops of women s' rheum, which are 
««• As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour. 
" Of our great aclion ; therefore mall he tjie; 
Afrd I'll renew.me in his fall. But, hark 1 

[Drums and trumpets found* .with great Jbouts^f * 
the people. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter'd like a poll, _ 
And had no welcomes home : but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noife. 

iCon. And patient fools, 
Whofe children he hath flain, their bafe throats tear, , 
Giving him glory.. 

$Qon. Therefore* at your vantage,- . 
Ere he exprels himfelf, or move the people" 
With^hat he-would lay, let him fee* you- fword,- , 
Which we will fecond^ When he he* along* 
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After your way his tale pronouac'd .fiiall bury 
His rcafons with his body. 

A*/. Say no more, 
Here come the Lords, 

Enter the Lords of the dtp 

Ah {Lords. You're moft welcome home. 

Auf 1 have not defer v'd it. 
But, worthy Itords, have you with heed perusM 
What 1 have written to you ? 

AIL We have, 

i Lord. And grieve to hear it, 
What faults he made before the laft, I think 
Might have found eafy fines : but there to en* 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit or our levies, anlwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding ; this admits no excufe. 

Auf* He approaches, you fbali hear him. 

S C E N B. Y£ 

inter Coriola&u*, matching vehfr drum*' a** 
tfo Commn* bcing^W bin* 

Cor. Hail*.I*ocd& ; 1 am return's, yourfbltfitf | 
No more infe#ediwith. my country's love. 
Than when I parted hence, but ftitt AlbfiflBng' 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That pBo/peroufly i have attempted, and 
With bloody gaitege led your wars, even to 
The gates of Kome. Our Jpoils we have broughthotne* 
Do more than counterpoize, a full third parr, 
The charges of the aflion. We've made peace 
With no lefs honour to the Annates,. 
Than (name to th* Romans : and we here dcHver^ 
Subfcribed by the Confuk and Patricians, 
Together with the feal o' th* feoate, wha^ 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, Noble Lords ; 
But tell the. traitor, in the higheft degree . 
He hath ajras'd your powers. 

Coo Traitor — how now ^, . . ^ 
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Auf Ay, traitor, Marcius. 
Cor. Marcius! 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; doft thou think, 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftol'n name 
Cor hi anus in Corioli ? 

You Lords and heads o' th' (late, perfidioufly 
He has betray'd your bufinefs, and" given up^ 
For certain drops of fait your city Rome L* 
I fay, £our city, to his wife and mother ^ 
Breaking his oath and reftflution, like 
A twift of rotten (ilk, never admitting 
Counfel o' th' war ; but at his nurfe's tears ' 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages blufh'd at him, and men or heart 
Look'd wond'rtng each at other. 

Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars! 

Auf Name not the god ! thou boy of tears t 

Cor. Ha! 

Auf. No more* 

Cor. Meafurclclk lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy f O flave I ■ ■ ■ ' 
Pardon me, Lords, 'tis the firft time that ever 
I'm fore'd to fcold. Your judgments, my grave. Lords* 
Muft give this cur the lye ; and his own notion 
(Who wears my ftripes imprefs'd upon him, that 
Muft bear my beating to his grave) (hall join 
To thruft the lye unto him. 

i Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Yolfcians, men and la^s, 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy ? falfe hound ! - ■ « ■ ■ ■ ■ 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there. 
That, like an eagle in a dovecote, I. 
Flutter'd your Volfcians in Corioli, 
Alone I did it. Boy ! -— 

Auf Why, Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your fhame, by this unhojy braggart* , 
\Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

Ali Con. Let him die for't. " 

All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently, 
lit kill'd my fon, — my daughter* — kill'd taf coufm,— 
IfeJ^lTd my' father,— £T. he croud /peak fromlfiwrnjlft . 
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2 Lord. Peace,— no outrage — peace— 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o' th 7 earth ; his laft offences to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor. O that I had him, 
With fix Aufidius's, or more, his tribe, 
To ufe my lawful fword 

Auf Infolent villain ! 

All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, him. 

{The Confpirators all draw, and kill Marclus, wh* 
falls, and Aufidius fiands on him* 

Lords, Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf My Noble Matters, hear me fpeak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus— — 

2 Lord, Thou haft done a deed whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him — Mailers all be quiet J 
Put up your fwords. 

Auf My Lords, when you fhall know (as, in thisntgfe 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me to your fenate, Til deliver 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, or endure 
Your heavieft cenfure. 

1 Lords Bear from hence his body, 

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the mod noble corfe that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lords His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let's make the be ft of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 
And I am (truck with forrow. Take him up : 
Help, three o' th' chiefeft foldiers ; I'll be one. 
Beat* thou the drum, that it fpeak mournf ully. 
Trail your fteel pikes. Though in this city he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this nour bewail the injury, 
Yet he fhall have a noble memory. 

Ifixc. bearing Marcius'/ body. A dead march /oundct. 
The end of the Sixth Vol u^i. 
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